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“HULLO!” 


Sam Wa ttTeErR Foss 


From “Back Country Poems” by Sam Walter Foss, published and 
copyright by Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Co., Boston. Special permission 
to reproduce in this book. 

W’en you see a man in woe, 

Walk right up and say “hullo!”’ 
Say “hullo,” an’.“how d’ye do!” 
*“How’s the world a usin’ you?” 
Slap the fellow on his back, 

Bring your han’ down with a whack; 
Waltz right up, an’ don’t go slow, 
Grin an’ shake an’ say “hullo!” 


Is he clothed in rags? O sho! 
Walk right up an’ say “hullo!” 
Rags is but a cotton roll 

Jest for wrappin’ up a soul; 
An’ a soul is worth a true 
Hale an’ hearty “how d’ye do 
Don’t wait for the crowd to go, 
Walk right up and say “hullo!”? | 
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W’en big vessels meet, they say, 
They saloot an’ sail away. 
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Jest the same are you an’ me, 
Lonesome ships upon a sea; 
Each one sailing his own jog 
For a port beyond the fog. 

Let your speakin’ trumpet blow, 
Lift your horn an’ cry “hullo!”? 


Say “hullo,” an’ “how d’ye do!” 

Other folks are good as you. 

W’en you leave your house of clay, 
Wanderin’ in the Far-Away, 

W’en you travel through the strange 
Country t’other side the range, 

Then the souls you’ve cheered will know 
Who you be, an’ say “hullo!” 


OLD ACE 


Frrep Emerson Brooks 

From “Old Ace and Other Poems” by Fred Emerson Brooks, pub- 
lished and copyright by Forbes & Co., Chicago. Special permission 
to reproduce in this book. 

Can any pleasure in life compare 

With a charming drive in the balmy air? 

A buggy light with shimmering wheel; 

Springs whose resistance you barely feel; 

A spirited horse of royal breed, 

With just a little more style and speed 

Than any you meet, and it matters not 

If his gait be pace or a swinging trot. 


The tassel sways on the graceful whip; 
You grasp the reins with a tighter grip; 
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Your horse is off for a splendid dash 

And needs no touch of the urging lash. 

You feel the puff of the startled air; 

It floats his mane and it lifts your hair! 
The hoof marks time in its measured beat, 
For the singing nostril that scorns defeat! 


One glorious day in the balmy spring 

John Dorr was out with his hhew horse, King. 
Though both were rich, it was his design 
To buy him a faster horse than mine. 

By his side the sweetest girl in the town, 
Of handsome features and eyes so brown, 
That gazing in where the lashes curled 

Was like a view of another world, 

Where the angel lives and the angel sings; 
And she was one that had dropped her wings 
And come to earth just to let men see 

How sweet the angels in heaven may be! 

I envied the breeze its constant bliss 

Of passing her cheek and stealing a kiss! 


I loved the girl when we both were young, 
But getting older I’d lost my tongue. 

I learned in college Latin and Greek, 

But Cupid’s language I could not speak; 
While Jack was perfect in Cupid’s art, 

The only language he knew by heart. 

I envied John in his ride that day— 

And jogged old Spot in a leisure way— 
That two-mile drive to the sulphur spring, 
To test the speed of his new horse, King. 


John took the lead and it touched his pride; 
For the fastest horse and the fairest bride 
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Had been his boast! Did I pass him by? 
My heart, I reckon, could answer why— 
I’m almost certain I lost the race 

By lagging behind to look at Grace! 


Jack seemed more proud of his horse that day 
Than he was of Grace, which made me say: 
“Be sure of your game before you boast; 
From dead defeat there may rise a ghost! 
T’ll race you back to the town,” said I, 

“For Gracie’s glove!’ But he made reply: 
“What use to you is the senseless glove 

From the soft white hand of the girl I love? 
Suppose you win,” he laughed in my face, 
“You ‘get the mitten’ and I get Grace!” 

Said I: “No trophy would I so prize”— 
And I caught a look from her soft brown eyes 
That drove the rest of it out of my head— 

I don’t remember just what I said! 


John laughed away till his eyes were wet: 
“Increase the wager; I’ll take the bet!” 


“My glove,” said Grace, “and the hand within, 
Shall be the prize of the one to win!” 


I looked at John, but he didn’t chaff, 
He didn’t smile and he didn’t laugh! 
“Must I then race you for such a bride,” 
Said John, “and carry the load beside?” 
“T’ll carry,” said I, “the precious load!” 

Her bright eye flashed and her fair cheek glowed! 
She took her seat with little ado; 

I tucked the robe and my heart in too! 
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Said I, “Old Spot!” as I stroked his neck, 
And rubbed his nose and loosened his check, 
“She’s Bob’s own Grace if you do your best!” 
He pricked his ears just as if he guessed 

The time had come when his master’s need 
Had staked all happiness on his speed. 


When all was ready Grace shouted, “Go!” 
A word both horses seemed to know. 
You heard the hoof with its measured sway 
Pacing along the great highway. 

You saw the swell of the panting side, 
The pink that glows in the nostril wide. 

I knew old Spot, if he kept that pace, 
Would win my choice of the human race. 
No word was spoken between us two; 
The tongue is silent when hope is new, 

A mile, a mile and a-half we sped, 

And still old Spot was a neck ahead. 


Jack touched his horse with the tasseled whip; 
Then Gracie, pursing her rosy lip, 
Uttered a sound like a lover’s kiss; 
—pss—! pss—ss !— 
The world is ruled by a sound like this! 
To urge a horse a capital plan, 
And often used to encourage man, 
But she never dreamed she had let me in 
To her heart’s fond wish that I should win. 


The only time in the race she spoke 

Was when, over-urged, Jack’s trotter broke: 
“He’s running his horse and that’s not fair!” 
Then, blushing up to her auburn hair, 
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She grabbed the whip from my willing hand— 
A move that Jack seemed to understand— 
For she raised it high as much as to say, 

Well, running’s a game that two can play! 

So he brought him down to an honest trot, 
But couldn’t keep up with dear old Spot, 
Who forged ahead when he saw the whip 

And passed the stake with never a skip. 


On through the village he kept his speed, 

For I was too happy to mind the steed; 

He would not stop when the race was done, 
But started home with the prize he’d won! 

Nor stopped till he’d reached the farmhouse gate, 
Where good old mother was sure to wait. 

She heard the story, while tears of joy 

Baptized the love of her only boy! 


I won the prize and I’ve got her yet! 
But the kiss she gave I'll never forget; 
*T was like an awakening after death, 
By the soft caress of an angel’s breath! 
It seemed, as I felt her arms entwine, 
No other heaven quite equaled mine. 


I know the horse is a trifle old, 

But you can’t buy him with all your gold! 

My Gracie loves him and pats his neck, 

And says he’s the best card in the deck! 

And rubs his nose till he kisses her face; 

She has changed his name to dear old Ace! 

_ And smiling’says: “It’s the proper thing, 

For it takes the Ace to beat the King!” 

As she purses her lips for the well-known smack 
I’m glad the Queen didn’t take the Jack! 
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THE SHOOTING OF DAN McGREW 


Rosert W. SERVICE 
From ‘“‘The Spell of the Yukon” by Robert W. Service, published 


and copyright by.Barse & Company, Newark, N. J. Special per- 
mission to reproduce in this book. 


A bunch of the boys were whooping it up in the 
Malamute saloon; 

The kid that handles the music-box was hitting a 
jag-time tune; 

Back of the bar, in a solo game, sat Dangerous Dan 
McGrew, 

And watching his luck was his light-o’-love, the lady 
that’s known as Lou. 


When out of the night, which was fifty below, and 
into the din and the glare, 

There stumbled a miner fresh from the creeks, dog- 
dirty, and loaded for bear. 

He looked like a man with a foot in the grave and 
scarcely the strength of a louse, 

Yet he tilted a poke of dust on the bar, and he called 
for drinks for the house, 

There was none could place the stranger’s face, 
though we searched ourselves for a clue; 

But we drank his health, and the last to drink was 
Dangerous Dan McGrew. 


There’s men that somehow just grip your eyes, and 
hold them hard like a spell; 

And such was he, and he looked to me like a man who 
had lived in hell; 

With a face most hair, and the dreary stare of a 
dog whose day is done, 

As he watered the green stuff in his glass, and the 
drops fell one by one. 
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Then I got to figgering who he was, and wondering 
what he’d do, 

And I turned my head—and there watching him was 
the lady that’s known as Lou. 


His eyes went rubbering round the room, and he 
seemed in a kind of daze, 

Till at last that old piano fell in the way of his wan- 
dering gaze. 

The rag-time kid was having a drink; there was no 
one else on the stool, 

So the stranger stumbles across the room, and flops 

' down there like a fool. 

In a buckskin shirt that was glazed with dirt he sat, 
and I saw him sway; 

Then he clutched the keys with his talon hands— 
my God! but that man could play. 


Were you ever out in the Great Alone, when the moon 
was awful clear, 

And the icy mountains hemmed you in with a silence 
you most could hear; 

With only the howl of a timber wolf, and you camped 
there in the cold, 

A half-dead thing in a stark, dead world, clean mad 
for the muck called gold; 

While high overhead, green, yellow and red, the 
North Lights swept in bars?— 

Then you’ve a haunch what the music meant 

_ hunger and night and the stars. 


And hunger not of the belly kind, that’s banished 
with bacon and beans, 

But the gnawing hunger of lonely men for a home 
and all that it means; 
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For a fireside far from the cares that are, four walls 
and a roof above; 

But oh! so cramful of cosy joy, and crowned with a 
woman’s love— 

A woman dearer than all the world, and true as 
Heaven is true— 

(God! how ghastly she looks through her rouge,— 
the lady that’s known as Lou.) 


Then on a sudden the music changed, so soft that 
you scarce could hear; 

But you felt that your life had been looted clean of 
all that it once held dear; 

That someone had stolen the woman you loved; that 
her love was a devil’s lie; 

That your guts were gone, and the best for you was 
to crawl away and die, 

*Twas the crowning cry of a heart’s despair, and it 
thrilled you through and through— 

“T guess I’ll make it a spread misere,” said Danger- 
ous Dan McGrew. 


The music almost died away . . . then it burst 
like a pent-up flood; 

And it seemed to say, “Repay, repay,” and my eyes 
were blind with blood. 

The thought came back of an ancient wrong, and it 
stung like a frozen lash, 

And the lust awoke to kill, to kill . . . then the 
music stopped with a crash, 

And the stranger turned, and his eyes they burned 
in a most peculiar way; 

In a buckskin shirt that was glazed with dirt he sat, 
and I saw him sway; 
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Then his lips went in in a kind of grin, and he spoke, 
and his voice was calm, 

And “Boys,” says he, “you don’t know me, and none 
of you care a damn; 

But I want to state, and my words are straight, and 
T’ll bet my poke they’re true, 

That one of you is a hound of hell . . . and 
that one is Dan McGrew.” 


Then I ducked my head, and the lights went out, and 
two guns blazed in the dark, 

And a woman screamed, and the lights went up, and 
two men lay stiff and stark. 

Pitched on his head, and pumped full of lead, was 
Dangerous Dan McGrew, 

While the man from the creeks lay clutched to the 
breast of the lady that’s known as Lou. 


These are the simple facts of the case, and I guess 
I ought to know. 

They say that the stranger was crazed with “hooch,” 
and I’m not denying it’s so. 

I’m not so wise as the lawyer guys, but strictly be- 
tween us two— 

The woman that kissed him and—pinched his poke 
—was the lady that’s known as Lou. 
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“THE OTHER ONE WAS BOOTH” 


(Suggested by conversations with certain “retired” 
actors.) 


Epmunp VaNncrE Cooke 


Reprinted by permission, from “Rimes to Be Read,” copyright 1897 
by J. Edmund V. Cooke, and 1905 by Dodge Publishing Company. 


“Now, by the rood, as Hamlet says, it grieves me 
sore to say 
The stage is not as once it was, when I was wont to 


play; 

Of course Hank Irving did put on a decent show or 
two, 

And Mansfield and Ed Willard really did the best 
they knew; 


°Tis true that Duse and Bernhardt, for we mustn’t 
be too hard, 

Were very fair (for women) though of course they 
had to guard 

Against some bad-art tendencies; but as for all the 
rest, 

There’s hardly one, I may say none, who stands the 
artist’s test. 

True artists are a rare, rare breed; there were but 
two, forsooth, 

In all me time, the stage’s prime; and the other one 
was Booth. 


“Why, Mac—I mean Macready—but we always 
called him Mac, 

And old Ned Forrest used to say, or so they once 
told Jack; 
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Or, that is, Jack McCullough, that—vwell, this is 
what they said; 

‘There were but two who really knew how Shake- 
speare should be read.’ 

They didn’t mean the younger Kean, or Jack; aad 
so perhaps 

It caused a little jealousy among the lesser chaps. 

They said that Larry Barrett was entitled to respect, 

But as for Tom Salvini, well, his dago dialect 

Would never do for Shakespeare; so to tell the 
simple truth, 

There were only two men in it; and the other one 
was Booth. 


“Don’t think conceit is in me tongue; ’tis something 
I detest; 

But I may say that in me day I’ve figured with the 
best. 

Why, Kalamazoo, and Oshkosh, too, and Kankakee 
as well, 

Went fairly wild, nor man, nor child, stirred when 
the curtain fell. 

The S. R. O. was hung each night; our show was such 
a rage 

They took the ushers off the floor and ushered from 
the stage. 

From Buzzard’s Bay to San José, from Nawrleans 
to Duluth, 

Just two stars hit a little bit; and the other one was 
Booth. 


“T liked Ned Booth, for he was such a royal-hearted 
fellow, 


We never had a jealousy. When he put on Othello 
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His Iago was much like to mine, likewise his stage 
direction; 

But what cared Ed what critics said, since I made 
no objection? 

Ah, me! That day is past; the alee has lost its 
honored station; 

Who reads aright rage, sorrow, fright, or tragic 
desolation? 

Aye, who can reach to Hamlet's speech, ‘To be or 
not to be?’ 

Or wild Macbeth’s cry, ‘Never shake thy gory locks 
at me!’ 

Or Lear’s appeal: ‘O, let me not be mad, sweet 
Heavens, not mad" 

Or Shylock’s rage: ‘T’ll have me bond! Ah, me; 
it makes me sad 

To think it all, and then recall the drama of me 
youth, 

When there were two who read lines true; and the 
other one was Booth.” 


NOW RIGHT PERT 


Ain’t felt right pert fer a week or two; 

Been sorter cranky an’ restless an’ blue; 

No p’tickler reason, es I kin see; 

Can’t find enythin’ specially wrong wi’ me; 
Jes’ don’t feel frisky an’ don’t wanter do 

A goldarn thing that I don’t hev to; 

Food don’t taste jes’ ’xactly right ; 

Sleep is kinder broken up at night ; 

Don’t wanter set still an’ don’t wanter walk, 
Don’t wanter keep quiet an’ don’t wanter talk; 
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Nothin’ t’ hinder me from doin’ jes’ 
Th’ very thing thet’ll suit me bes’; 
Yet when I’m doin’ es’ what I wanter do, 
I find it’s jes’ what I don’t wanter do. 

Now I wonder 

What’s the matter 

Wi’ me, by thunder! 
’Tain’t fever, sure—fer my heat ain’t riz; 
*Tain’t biliousness ner rheumatiz; 
’Tain’t my head, fer I think right smart; 
’Tain’t my liver ner yet my heart; 
°Tain’t stomach ner gout—then goldarn me 
’Tain’t nothin ’at all, es I kin see. 
An’ yet it’s somethin’, Guess Ill go 
An’ see th’ doctor; he’ll sure know. 


Seems t’? me I remember this very same thing 
Come on about this same time las’ spring; 

An’ th’ doctor doped me with nasty stuff 

By th’ gallon, an’ I bought drugs enough 

T’ start a store; but’ Lordy, they 

Couldn’t drive that gnawin’ inside away ; 
Somethin’ jes’ a-gnawin’ at my innards—th’ same 
Symptoms thet I hed when th’ las’ spring came. 
Gosh! What’s th’ use o’ seein’ th’ doc? 

He ain’t got nothin’ et all thet’ll knock 

This here trouble thet allus comes 

When th’ birds all sing, an’ th’ honey bee hums, 
When th’ ice breaks up, an’ th’ streams all roar; 
An’ th’ soft air blows through th’ open door; 
When th’ vilets come, an’ th’ grass blades sprout, 
An’ th’ sun gits warm, an’ th’ buds break out; 
Lemme tell you this: When th’ world gits green 
An’ a feller gits ornery, restless, an’ mean, | 
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Thar ain’t no doctor in any place 
Ks kin properly diagnose his case. 


The only cure fer a man I now 

Is t’? git right out o’ th’ town an’ go 

Where th’ wil’ ducks swarm an’ th’ geese go by, 

An’ th’ trout an’ bass are a-jumpin’ high; 

Th’ only thing thet’ll cure him then 

Is t? git away from his feller men, 

An’ loaf all day by some laughin’ stream, 

An’ fish an’ whistle an’ sing an’ dream 

An’ listen t’ birds an’ bugs an hear 

Th’ voice o’ th’ woods in his eager ear, 

An’ smell th’ flowers, an’ watch th’ squirrels, 

An’ cast a fly where th’ eddy whirls, 

An’ fergit that there’s cities an’ houses and men, 

Fergit thet he’s get ter go back again. 

Fergit, when on moss-grown bank he’s curled, 

Thet thar’s anythin’ else in th’ whole wide world 

But jes’ him, an’ th’ birds, an’ th’ bugs an’ things 

Thet live right thar where th’ wild stream sings. 
—Anonymous 


ROMEO AN’ JULI-ET 


I’ve got a host o’ memories embroidered in my brain, 

An’ lookin’ at ’em makes me wish ’at I was young 
again— 

The districk school ’way down the lane to which I use 
to go, 

My feelin’s w’en I found ’at my mustash war goin 
to grow, 

The big pertracted meetin’s, the spellin’ schools, an 
all 

The hifalutin’? fun we had at huskin’s in the fall, 


b 


> 
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An’ one especial memory I never kin forget— 
W’en I play-acted Romeo an’ Jane war Juli-et. 
? £ 


A trup o’ real play-actors come to Milton in ue 
hack, 

An’ findin’ nary tavern talked o’ hoofin’ of it back, 

But Pap allowed ef they would come to our house he 


might 

Make out to feed ’em decent an’ to keep ’em over 
night. 

They fixed the schoolhouse mighty nice with striped 
calico, 

An’ everybody “lowed *twas goin’ to be a master 
show, 

An’ jest fur helpin’ of ’em tote their baggage down 
the lane, 

I got permission tickets—one fur me an’ one tur 
Jane, 


*Twas “Romeo an’ Juli-et” they acted, an’ I swear, 

Some o’ their strange predicaments ’d raise a body’s 
hair, 

An’ me an’ Jane jest sot there sayin’, “Mercy!” an’ 
“Good lands!” 

_ An’ every time they’d hug an’ kiss we’d squeeze each 
other’s hands, 

We larfed, an’ seal an’ cuddled up, an’ wiped each 
other’s tears, 

An’ wished to gosh the play’d last for half a A 

years— 

W’y, every nerve about me seemed jest like a squeaky 
shoe, 

Aw’ Jane allowed w’ile walkin’ hum she felt jest that 
way, too. 
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We couldn’t talk 0’ nothin’ else the hull nex’ livelong 
day 

But “Romeo an’ Juli-et”; I swear that purty play 

Jest tuk away my appetite, an’ Jane she ’peared 
to be 

A-sufferin’ with the malady as violent as me. 

Her house j’ined ours, an’ mam she said she didn’t 
see no sense 

In us a-talkin’ thar fur hours acrost the back-yard 
fence. 

We didn’t pay no ’tention, but jest let her scold an’ 
fret; 

We thought o’ nothin’ else but “Romeo an’ Juli-et.” 


Says Jane to me nex’ Sunday night, “Suppose we try 
to act—” 

A pleasin’ propersition I immediately backed. 

“?T'would be oncommon nice,” I said, “but I don’t 
hardly guess 

*T would be jest halfway nateral ’ithout the proper 
dress.” 

But Jane she said she had a plan for puttin’ things 
to rights, 

She’d get her pap’s bes’ cotton drawers fur me to 
wear fur tights, 

An’ she’d a calicar Chris’mas gift she got from 
Brother John, 

?At looked so purty as the dress ’at Juli-et had on. 


Into the sittin’ room I went an’ Jane she went to 
her’n, 

The sleepin’ ol’ folks onawares 0’? what was then 
occur’n, 
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An’ into them knit drawers I slid as easy as you 
please, 

About a mile too big fur me an’ baggy at the knees— 

I twined a comfort ’roun’ my waist to represent a 
sash, 

An’ put a han’k’chief on my head, ’at cost a dollar 
cash, 

An’ peepin’ in the looking-glass the figger that I see 

Looked jest *bout half like Romeo an’ t’other half 
like me. 


I sneaked back to the sittin’? room, an’ thar stood 
Jane, as white 

As any ghost that ever walked the graveyard after 
night— 

Her calicar dress war mighty nice, ’ithout a spot or 
speck, 

All fringed around the downstairs part, an’ ’broid- 
ered round the neck. 

“Oh, R-r-r-romeo!” she sorter squawked, her eyes 
turned wrong side out, 

“My all-consumin’ love for you how kin you ever 
doubt?” 

“T’ve nary doubt,” I said, an’ put one arm her waist 
aroun’— 

The t?other hand was keepin’? them durned drawers 
from slippin’ down. 


We fixed three wooden kitchen chairs fur sort o° 
balcony, 


An’ Jane got up like Juli-et to make love down to 
me. 

An’ leanin’ over fur about the twenty-seventh kiss, 

She lost her equiliberum in thinkin’ of her bliss! 
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Thar came a crash, an’ I knocked down her mother’s 
rockin’-chair, 

An’ Jane she stood right on her head a kickin’ in 
the air, 

An’ right in the confusion came her pa’s arousin’ 
shout, 

“T’d like ter know w’at in the blank that noise ar’ 
all about!”? \ 


Her pap an’ mam came running in, dressed just 
about like us, 

An’ gazed with eyes as big as chiny sassers at the 
muss. 

An’ wile Jane jumped the winder in the effort to 
retreat, : 

I scooted for the t’other room, them drawers aroun’ 
my feet. 

Nex’ day the ol’ man came to me with thunder on his 
brow, 

An’ grabbed me underneath the chin an’ said he 
guessed as how 

I’d better git a license an’ squar’ the thing up right, 

An’ me an’ Jane war married the comin’ Sunday 
night. 


This happened thirty years ago, we’re old an’ stiddy 
now-— 

I’m gray an’ gittin’ bald, and Jane has wrinkles on 
her brow, 

But I’ve a host o’ memories embroidered on my brain, 

An’ lookin’ at’ ’em makes me wish ’at I was young 
again, 

An’ w’en I mention ’em to Jane she says, “Oh, fiddle- 
sticks |” 

An’ says we are too old to think about our youthful 
tricks, 
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But w’en I hint at one of ’em it starts her laughin’ 
yet— 
>Bout w’en I acted Romeo, and she was Juli-et. 
—Anonymous 


LASCA 
Frank DrEsPrez 


I want free life and I want fresh air; 
And I sigh for the canter after the cattle, 
The crack of the whips like shots in a battle, 
The mellay of horns, and hoofs, and heads 
That wars and wrangles and scatters and spreads; 
The green beneath and the blue above, 
And dash and danger and life and love— 
And Lasca! 


Lasca used to ride 

On a mouse-gray mustang, close by my side, 
With blue serape and bright-belled spur ; 

I laughed with joy as I looked at her! 

Little knew she of books or creeds; 

An Ave Maria sufficed her needs; 

Little she cared, save to be at my side, 

To ride with me, and ever to ride 

From San Saba’s shore to Lavaca’s tide. 

She was as bold as the billows that beat, 

She was as wild as the breezes that blow; 
From her little head to her little feet 

She was swayed, in her suppleness, to and fro 
By each gust of passion; a sapling pine, 
That grows on the edge of a Kansas bluff, 
And wars with the wind when the weather is rough, 
Is like this Lasca, this love of mine. 
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She would hunger that I might eat, 

Would take the bitter and leave me the sweet; 

But once, when I made her jealous for fun, 

At something I’d whispered, or looked, or done, 

One Sunday in San Antonio, 

To a glorious girl on the Alamo, 

She drew from her garter a dear little dagger, 

And—sting of a wasp !—it made me stagger! 

An inch to left or an inch to the right, 

And I shouldn’t be maundering here to-night ; 

But she sobbed, and, sobbing, so swiftly bound 

Her torn rebozo about the wound 

That I quickly forgave her. Scratches don’t count 
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande, 


Her eye was brown—a deep, deep brown; 
And her hair was darker than her eye; 
And something in her smile and frown, 
Curled crimson lip, and instep high, 
Showed that there ran in each blue vein, 
Mixed with the milder Aztec strain, 
The vigorous vintage of old Spain. 

_ She was alive in every limb 

With feeling, to the finger-tips ; 

And when the sun is like a fire, 

And sky one shining, soft sapphire, 
One does not drink in little sips. 


The air was heavy, the night was hot, 

I sat by her side and forgot—forgot ; 

Forgot the herd that were taking their rest; 
Forgot that the air was close opprest, 

That the Texas norther comes sudden and soon, 
In the dead of night, or the blaze of noon; 
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That once let the herd at its breath take fright, 
That nothing on earth can stop the flight ; 
And woe to the rider, and woe to the steed 
Who falls in front of their mad stampede! 


Was that thunder? No, by the Lord! 
I sprang to my saddle without a word, 
One foot on mine, and she clung behind. 
Away! on a wild chase down the wind! 
But never was fox hunt half so hard, 
And never was steed so little spared ; 
For we rode for our lives. You shall hear how we 
fared 
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande. 


The mustang flew, and we urged him on; 
There was one chance left—and you have but one— 
Halt, jump to the ground, and shoot your horse, 
Crouch under his carcass, and take your chance; 
And if the steers, in their frantic course, 
Don’t batter you both to pieces at once, 
You may thank your stars; if not, good-bye 
‘To the quickening kiss and the long-drawn sigh, 
And the open air and the open sky, 

In Texas, down by the Rio Grande. 


The cattle gained on us, and just as I felt 
For my old six-shooter, behind in my belt, 
Down came the mustang, and down came we,, 
Clinging together, and—what was the rest? 
_A body that spread itself on my breast, 

- Two arms that shielded my dizzy head, 

Two lips that hard on my lips were pressed; 
Then came thunder in my ears 

As over us surged the sea of steers, 
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Blows that beat blood into my eyes, 
And when I could rise— 
Lasca was dead! 


I hollowed a grave a few feet deep, 
And there in earth’s arms I laid her to sleep; 
And there she is lying and no one knows, 
And the summer shines and the winter snows; 
For many a day the flowers have spread 
A pall of petals over her head; 
And the little gray hawk hangs aloft in the air, 
And the sly coyote trots here and there, 
And the black snake glides, and glitters and slides 
Into the rift in a cottonwood tree; 
And the buzzard sails on, 
And comes and is gone, 
Stately and still like a ship at sea; 
And I wonder why I do not care 
For the things that are like the things that were. 
Does half my heart lie buried there 
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande? 


THE FACE UPON THE FLOOR 
Hucu Antoint D’Arcy 


*Twas a balmy summer evening, and a goodly crowd 
was there, 

Which well-nigh filled Joe’s bar-room on the corner 
of the square; 

And as songs and witty stories came through the 
open door, 

A vagabond crept slowly in and posed upon the 
floor, 
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“Where did it come from?” some one said. ‘The 
wind has blown it in.” 

“What does it want?” another cried. “Some whisky, 
rum or gin?” 

“Here, Toby, sic him, if your stomach’s equal to the 
work— 

I wouldn’t touch him with a fork, he’s as filthy as a 
4 baer 


This badinage the poor wretch took with stoical 
good grace; 

In fact, he smiled as though he thought he’d struck 
the proper place. 

“Come, boys, I know there’s kindly hearts among so 
good a crowd— 

To be in such good company would make a deacon 
proud. 


“Give me a drink—that’s what I want—I’m out of 
funds, you know. 

When I had cash to treat the gang, this hand was 
never slow. 

What? You laugh as though you thought this 
pocket never held a sou, 

I once was fixed as well, my boys, as any one of you. 


“There, thanks; that’s braced me nicely; God bless 
you one and all; 

Next time I pass this good saloon, I’ll make another 
call. 

Give you a song? No, I can’t do that, my singing 
days are past; 

My voice is cracked, my throat’s worn out, and my 
lungs are going fast. 
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“Say! give me another whisky, and I’ll tell you what 


Pll do— 

Pll tell you a funny story, and a fact, I promise 
too. 

That I was ever a decent man, not one of you would 
think ; 


But I was, some four or five years back. Say, give 
me another drink. 


“Fill her up, Joe; I want to put some life into my 
frame— 

Such little drinks, to a bum like me, are miserably 
tame; 

Five fingers—there, that’s the scheme—and corking 
whisky, too, 

Well, here’s luck, boys! And landlord, my best re- 
gards to you! 


“You’ve treated me pretty kindly, and I’d like to tell 
you how 

I came to be the dirty sot you see before you now. 

As I told you, once I was a man, with muscle, fame 
and health, 

And but for a blunder, ought to have made consider- 
able wealth. 


“TI was a painter—not one that daubed on bricks and 


wood, 

But an artist, and, for my age, was rated pretty 
good. 

I worked hard at my canvas, and was bidding fair 
to rise, 


For gradually I saw the star of fame before my 
eyes. 
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“I made a picture, perhaps you’ve seen; "tis called 
the ‘Chase of Fame’, 
It brought me fifteen hundred pounds, and added to 


my name. 
And then I met a woman—now comes the funny 
part— 
With eyes that petrified my brain, and sunk into my 
heart. 


“Why don’t you laugh? °’Tis funny that the vaga- 
bond you see 

Could ever love a woman, and expect her love for 
me; 

But ’twas so, and for a month or so her smiles were 
freely given, 

And when her loving lips touched mine it carried 
me to heaven. 


“Did you ever see a woman for whom your soul you’d 
give, 

With a form like the Milo Venus, too beautiful to 
live; 

With eyes that would beat the Koh-i-noor, and a 
wealth of chestnut hair? 

If so, ’twas she, for there never was another half so 
fair. 


“I was working on a portrait, one afternoon in 
May, ; 

Of a fair-haired boy, a friend of mine, who lived 
across the way; 

“And Madeline admired it, and, much to my sur- 
prise, 

Said that she’d like to know the man that had such 
dreamy eyes. 
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“It didn’t take long to know him, and before the 
month had flown, 

My friend had stolen my darling, and I was left 
alone; ; 

And ere a year of misery had passed above my head, 

The jewel I had treasured so had tarnished, and was 


dead. 


“That’s why I took to drink, boys. Why, I never 
saw you smile! 

I thought you’d be amused, and laughing all the 

- _ while. 

Why, what’s the matter, friend? There’s a tear- 
drop in your eye! 

Come, laugh, like me; *tis only babes and women that 
should cry. 


“Say, boys, if you give me just another whisky, I'll 
be glad, 

And I'll draw right here a picture of the face that 
drove me mad. 

Give me that piece of chalk with which you mark the 
baseball score— 

You shall see the lovely Madeline upon the bar-room 
floor.” 


Another drink, and, with chalk in hand, the vaga- 
bond began 

To sketch a face that well might buy the soul of 
any man. 

Then as he placed another lock upon the shapely 


head, 
With a fearful shriek, he leaped and fell across the 


picture—dead, 
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HOW SALVATOR WON 


Evita WHEELER W1Lcox 

From ‘Kingdom of Love’ by Ella Wheeler Wilcox, published and 
copyright by W. B. Conkey Company. Special permission to repro- 
duce in this book. 
The gate was thrown open, I rode out alone, 
More proud than a monarch who sits on a throne. 
I am but a jockey, yet shout upon shout 
Went up from the people who watched me ride out; 
‘And the cheers that rang forth from that warm- 

hearted crowd, 

Were as earnest as those to which monarch e’er 


bowed. 


My heart thrilled with pleasure so keen it was pain 
As I patted my Salvator’s soft silken mane; 

And a sweet shiver shot from his hide to my hand 
As we passed by the multitude down to the stand. 


The great waves of cheering came billowing back, 

As the hoofs of brave Tenny rang swift down the 
track ; 

And he stood there beside us, all bone and all muscle, 

Our noble opponent, well trained for the tussle 

That waited us there on the smooth, shining course. 

My Salvator, fair to the lovers of horse, 

As a beautiful woman is fair to man’s sight— 

Pure type of the thoroughbred, clean-limbed and 
bright,— 

Stood taking the plaudits as only his due, 

And nothing at all unexpected or new. 


And then, there before us the bright flag is spread, 
There’s a roar from the grand stand, and Tenny’s 
ahead ; 
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At the sound of the voices that shouted, “A go!” 
He sprang like an arrow shot straight from the bow. 
I tighten the reins on Prince Charlie’s great son— 
He is off like a rocket, the race is begun. 

Halfway down the dace their heads are together, 
Scarce room *twixt their noses to wedge in a feather ; 
Past grand stand, and judges, in neck-to-neck strife, 
Ah, Salvator, boy! ’tis the race of your life. 
I press my knees closer, I coax him, I urge, 

I feel him go out with a leap and a surge; 

I see him creep on, inch by inch, stride by stride, ~ 
While backward, still backward, falls Tenny beside. 
We are nearing the turn, the first quarter is past— 
*Twixt leader and chaser the daylight is cast. 
The distance elongates, still Tenny sweeps on, 

As graceful and free-limbed and swift as a fawn; 
His awkwardness vanished, his muscles all strained— 
A noble opponent, well born and well trained. 

I glanced o’er my shoulder, ha! Tenny, the cost 
Of that one second’s flagging, will be—the race lost. 
One second’s weak yielding of courage and strength, 
And the daylight between us has doubled its length. 


The first mile is covered, the race is mine—no! 
For the blue blood of Tenny responds to a blow. 
He shoots through the air like a ball from a gun, 
And the two lengths between us are shortened to one. 
My heart is contracted, my throat feels a lump, 
For Tenny’s long neck is at Salvator’s rump; 

And now with new courage, grown bolder and bolder, 
I see him once more running shoulder to shoulder. 
With knees, hands and body I press my grand steed ; 
I urge him, I coax him, I pray him to heed! 

Oh, Salvator! Salvator! list to my calls, 

For the blow of my whip will hurt both if it falls. 
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There’s a roar from the crowd like the ocean in 
storm, 

As close to my saddle leaps Tenny’s great form, 

One more mighty plunge, and with knee, limb and 
hand, 

I lift my horse first by a nose past the stand. 

We are under‘the string now—the great race is done, 

And Salvator, Salvator, Salvator won! 


Cheer, hoar-headed patriarchs ; cheer loud, I say. 
°Tis the race of a century witnessed to-day! 
Though ye live twice the space that’s allotted to men 
Ye never will see such a grand race again. 

Let the shouts of the populace roar like the surf 
For Salvator, Salvator, king of the turf! 

He has broken the record of thirteen long years; 
He has won the first place in a vast line of peers. 
*T was a neck-to-neck contest, a grand, honest race, 
And even his enemies grant him his place. 

Down into the dust let old records be hurled, 

And hang out 2.05 in the gaze of the world. 


“°SPACIALLY JIM” 
BesstE Morcan 


I was mighty good-lookin’ when I was young, 
Peert an’ black-eyed an’ slim, 

With fellers a-courtin’ me Sunday nights, 
*Spacially Jim. 


The likeliest one of ’em all was he, 
Chipper an’ han’som’ an’ trim, 

But I tossed up my head an’ made fun o’ the crowd, 
*Spacially Jim! 
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An’ I wouldn’t take stock in him! 
But they kep’ up a-comin’ in spite o’ my talk, 
’Spacially Jim! 


I got so tired o’ havin’ ’em roun’ 
(Spacially Jim!) 

I made up my mind Id settle down 
An’ take up with him. 


So we was married one Sunday in church, 
’Twas crowded full to the brim; 

*T was the only way to get rid of ’em all, 
*Spacially Jim. 


FINNIGIN TO FLANNIGAN 


STRICKLAND W. GILLILAN 
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From “Including Finnigin,’ by Strickland Gillilan, published and 
copyright by Forbes & Company, Chicago. Special permission to repro- 


duce in this book. 


Superintindint wuz Flannigan; 

Boss av th’ siction wuz Finnigin. 

Whiniver th’ cyars got off th’ thrack 

An’ muddled up things t’ th’ divvle an’ back, 
Finnigin writ it t’? Flannigan, 

Afther th’ wrick wuz all on agin; 

That is, this Finnigin 

Repoorted t’ Flannigan. 


Whin Finnigin furrst writ t? Flannigan, 
He writed tin pa-ages, did Finnigin; 

An’ he towld just how th’ wrick occurred— 
Yis, minny a tajus, blundherin’ wurrd 
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Did Finnigin write t’ Flannigan 
Afther th’ cyars had gone on agin— 
That’s th’ way Finnigin 

Repoorted t’ Flannigan, 


"Now Flannigan knowed more than Finnigin— 
He’d more idjucation, had Flannigan. 

An’ ut wore ’m clane an’ complately out 

T’ tell what Finnigin writ about 

In ’is writin’? t? Musther Flannigan. . 

So he writed this back. “Musther Finnigin :— 
Don’t do sich a sin agin; 

Make ’em brief, Finnigin !”’ 


Whin Finnigin got that frum Flannigan 

He blushed rosy-rid, did Finnigin. 

An’ he said: “I?ll gamble a whole month’s pay 
That ut’ll be minny an’ minny a day 

Befure sup’rintindint—that’s Flannigan— 

Gits a whack at that very same sin agin. 
Frum Finnigin to Flannigan 

Repoorts won’t be long agin.” 


Wan day on th’ siction av Finnigin, 

On th’ road sup’rintinded be Flannigan, 

A ra-ail give way on a bit av a currve 

An’ some cyars wint off as they made th’ shwarrve. 
“They’s nobody hurrted,” says Finnigin, 

“But repoorts must be made t’ Flannigan.” 

Aw’ he winked at McGorrigan ; 

As married a Finnigin. 


He wuz a shantyin’ thin, wuz Finnigin, 
As minny a railroader’s been agin, 
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An’ ’is shmoky ol’ lamp wuz burrnin’ bright 

In Finnigin’s shanty all that night— 

Bilin’ down’s repoort, wuz Finnigin. 

Aw’ he writed this here: “Musther Flannigan :— 
Off agin, on agin, 

Gone agin.—Finnigin.” 


JACK THE EVANGELIST 


I was on the drive in ’eighty, working under Silver 
Jack, 

Which the same has gone to Joliet and ain’t soon 
expected back; 

And we had a chap among us by the name of Robert 
Waite, 

Kind o’ cute and glib and tonguey; guess he war a 
graduate. 


He could gab on any subject, from the Bible down 
to Hoyle; 

The words just flowed from Robert kind o’ smooth 
an’ slick like oil, 

He was what they call a skeptic, and he loved to sit 
and weave 

Hifalutin’ words together, telling what he didn’t 
b’lieve. 


One day, while we were waiting for a flood to clear 
the ground, 

We sot a-smoking nigger-head, and hearing Bob ex- 
pound. 

“Hell,” he said, “was humbug,” and he showed us 
clear as day 

That the Bible was a fable, and we ‘lowed it looked 
that way. 
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Miracles and sich like was too thin for him to stand; 

As for Him they called the Saviour, He was just a 
common man. 

“You’re a liar!” some one shouted, “‘and you’ve got 
to take that back”; 

Then everybody started—twas the voice of Silver 
Jack. 


An’ he cracked his fists together an’ he shucked his 
coat and cried— 

“Twas in that thar religion, boys, that my mother 
lived and died; 

And although I haven’t allus used the Lord exactly 
white, 

When I hear a chump abusin’ Him he must eat his 
word or fight.” 


Now, this Bob he warn’t no coward, and he answered 
bold an’ free, 

“Stack your duds and cut your capers; there ain’t 
no flies on me.” 

And they fought for twenty minutes, and the lads 
would hoot and cheer 

When Jack spit up a tooth or two, or Bob he lost 
an ear, 


Till at last Jack got Bob under and he slugged him 
once’t or twic’t, 

At which Bob confessed almighty quick the divinity 
of Christ ; 

And Jack kept reasoning with him till the cuss began 
to yell, 

And ’lowed he’d been mistaken in his views concerning 


hell. 
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So the fierce discussion ended, and they riz up from 
the ground, 

An’ some one brought a bottle out an’ kindly passed 
it round; 

An’ we drank to Bob’s conversion in a quiet sort of 
way, 

An’ the spread of infidelity was checked in camp that 
day. 

—Anonymous 


AT A COWBOY DANCE 
JamMeES Barton ADAMS 


Git yer little sage hens ready, 
Trot ’em out upon the floor— 
Line up there, you cusses! Steady! 
Lively, now! One couple more. 
Shorty, shed that old sombrero ; 
Bronco, douse that cigarette; 

Stop that cussin’, Casimero, 
’Fore the ladies! Now, all set! 


S’lute yer ladies, all together! 
Ladies opposite the same— 

Hit the lumber with yer leathers ! 
Balance all, an’ swing yer dame! 

Bunch the heifers in the middle; 
Circle stags an’ do-se-do! 

Pay attention to the fiddle! 
Swing her round an’ off you go! 


First four forward! Back to places! 
Second follow—shufile back ! 

Now you’ve got it down to cases— 
Swing ’em till their trotters crack! 


ded 
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Gents all right a-heel-and-toein’! 
Swing ’em, kiss ’em if you kin— 
On to next an’ keep a-goin’ 
Till you hit yer pards ag’in! 


Gents to center; ladies round ’em, 
Form a basket; balance all! 
Whirl yer gals to where you found ’em! 
Promenade around the hall! 
Balance to yer pards an’ trot ’em 

Round the circle double quick! 
Grab an’ kiss ’em while you’ve got *em— 
Hold ’em to it if they kick! 


Ladies, left hand to yer sonnies! 
Alaman! Grand right an’ left! 
Balance all, an’ swing yer honeys— 
Pick ’em up an’ feel their heft! 

Promenade like skeery cattle— 
Balance all an’ swing yer sweets! 
Shake yer spurs an’ make ’em rattle! 

Keno! Promenade to seats. 


LITTLE BREECHES 
Joun Hay 


I don’t go much on religion, 
I never ain’t had no show; 
But I’ve got a middlin’ tight grip, sir, 
On the handful o’ things I know. 
I don’t pan out on the prophets 
And free-will, and that sort of thing, 
But I b’heve in God and the angels, 
Ever since one night last spring. 
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I come into town with some turnips, 
And my little Gabe come along— 
No four-year-old in the county 
Could beat him for pretty and strong, 
Peart and chipper and sassy, 
Always ready to swear and fight, 
And Id larnt him to chaw terbacker 
Jest to keep his milk-teeth white. 


The snow come down like a blanket 
As I passed by Taggart’s store; 
I went in for a jug of molasses 
And left the team at the door. 
They scared at something and started, 
I heard one little squall, 
And hell-to-spht over the prairie 
Went team, Little Breeches and all. 


Hell-to-split over the prairie! 
I was almost froze with skeer; 
But we rousted up some torches, 
And sarched for ’em far and near. 
At last we struck hosses and wagon, 
Snowed under a soft white mound, 
Upsot, dead beat,—but of little Gabe 
No hide nor hair was found. 


And here all hope soured on me, 
Of my fellow-critter’s aid; 

I jest flopped down on my marrow-bones, 
Crotch-deep in the snow, and prayed. 

By this, the torches was played out, 
And me and Isrul Parr 

Went off for some wood to a sheepfold 
That he said was somewhar thar, 
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We found it at last, and a little shed 
Where they shut up the lambs at night. 

We looked in and seen them huddled thar, 
So warm and sleepy and white; 

And thar sot Little Breeches and chirped, 
As peart as ever you see, 

“T want a chaw of terbacker, 
And that’s what’s the matter of me.” 


How did he git thar? Angels. 
He could never have walked in that storm. 
They jest scooped down and toted him 
To whar it was safe and warm. 
And I think that saving a little child, 
And bringing him to his own, 
Is a derned sight better business 
Than loafing around the Throne. 


CARCASSONNE 
Gustave Napaup 


“I’m growing old, I’ve sixty years; 
I’ve labored all my life in vain; 

In all that time of hopes and fears 
I’ve failed my dearest wish to gain. 

I see full well that here below 
Bliss unalloyed there is for none, 

My prayer will ne’er fulfillment know,— 
I never have seen Carcassonne. 
I never have seen Carcassonne, 


“You see the city from the hill, 

It lies beyond the mountains blue; 
And yet to reach it one must still 

Five long and weary leagues pursue,— 
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And, to return, as many more: 

Ah! had the vintage plenteous grown! 
The grape withheld its yellow store: 

I shall not look on Carcassonne, 

I shall not look on Carcassonne. 


“They tell me every day is there 
No more nor less than Sunday gay; 
In shining jewels and garments fair 
The people walk upon their way. 
One gazes there on castle walls 
As grand as those of Babylon, 
A bishop, and two generals: 
I do not know fair Carcassonne, 
I do not know fair Carcassonne. 


“The curé’s right; he says that we 
Are ever wayward, weak, and blind; 
He tells us in his homily 
Ambition ruins all mankind. 
Yet could I there two days have spent 
While still the autumn sweetly shone, 
Ah me! I might have died content 
When I had looked on Carcassonne, 
When I had looked on Carcassonne. 


“Thy pardon, Father, I beseech, 
In this my prayer if I offend; 
One sometimes sees beyond his reach, 
From childhood to his journey’s end. 
My wife, our little boy, Aignan, 
Have traveled even to Narbonne: 
My grandchild has seen Perpignan, 
And I have not seen Carcassonne, 
And I have not seen Carcassonne.” 
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So crooned, one day, close by Limoux, 
A peasant double bent with age. 

“Rise up, my friend,” said I; “with you 
I'll go upon this pilgrimage.” 

We left next morning his abode, 
But (Heaven forgive me!) halfway on 

The old man died upon the road; 
He never gazed on Carcassonne. 
Each mortal has his Carcassonne. 


-OSTLER JOE 
GrorcEeE Rosert Sims 


I stood at eve as the sun went down, 
By a grave where a woman lies, 
Who lured men’s souls to the shores of sin 
With the light of her wanton eyes; 
Who sang the song that the siren sang 
On the treacherous Lorelei height ; 
Whose face was fair as a summer’s day, 
And whose heart was as black as night. 


Yet a blossom I fain would pluck to-day 
From the garden above her dust— 
Not the languorous lily of soulless sin, 

Nor the blood-red rose of lust— 
But a sweet white blossom of holy love 
That grew in that one green spot 

In the arid desert of Phryne’s life 
Where all else was parched and hot. 


~ In the summer, when the meadows 


Were aglow with blue and red, 
Joe, the ’ostler of “The Magpie,” 
And fair Annie Smith were wed; 
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Plump was Annie, plump and pretty, 
With a face as fair as snow; 

He was anything but handsome, 
Was the “Magpie’s” ’ostler, Joe. 


But he won the winsome lassie; 
They’d a cottage and a cow— 
And her matronhood sat lightly 
On the village beauty’s brow. 
Sped the months, and came a baby— 
Such a blue-eyed baby boy! 
Joe was working in the stables 
When they told him of his joy. 


He was rubbing down the horses— 
Gave them, then and there, 

All a special feed of clover, 
Just in honor of his heir. 

It had been his great ambition— 
And he told the horses so— 

That the Fates would send a baby 
Who might bear the name of Joe. 


Little Joe, the child was christened, 
And like babies grew apace. 
He’d his mother’s eyes of azure, 
And his father’s honest face. 
Swift the happy years went over, 
Years of blue and cloudless sky; 
Love was lord of that small cottage 
And the tempest passed them by. 


Down the lane by Annie’s cottage, 
Chanced a gentleman to roam; 
He caught a glimpse of Annie 
In her bright and happy home. 
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Thrice he came and saw her sitting 
By the window with her child; 
And he nodded to the baby, 
And the baby laughed and smiled. 


So at last it grew to know him 
(Little Joe was nearly four) ; 

He would call the pretty “gemplum” 
As he passed the open door; 

And one day he ran and caught him 
And in child’s play pulled him in, 

And the baby Joe had prayed for 
Brought about the mother’s sin. 


*Twas the same old wretched story, 
That for ages bards have sung; 
*T was a woman, weak and wanton, 
And a villain’s tempting tongue; 
*Twas a picture deftly painted 
For a silly creature’s eyes, 
Of the Babylonian wonders 
And the joy that in them lies. 


Annie listened and was tempted— 
Was tempted and she fell, 

As the angels fell from Heaven 
To the blackest depths of hell. 

She was promised wealth and splendor 
And a life of genteel sloth; 

Yellow gold, for child and husband— 
And the woman left them both. 


Home one eve, came Joe, the ’ostler, 
With a cheery cry of “Wife!” 

Finding that which blurred forever 
All the story of his life! 
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She had left a silly letter;-- 
Through the cruel scrawl he spelt, 
Then he sought the lonely bedroom, 
Joined his horny hands and kneit. 


“Now, O Lord, O God, forgive her, 
For she ain’t to blame,” he cried; 
“For I ought to seen her trouble 
And a-gone away and died. 
Why a girl like her—God bless her!— 
*Twasn’t likely as her’d rest 
With her bonny head forever 
On a ’ostler’s ragged vest. 


“It was kind o’ her to bear with me 
All the long and happy time; 
So for my sake please to bless her, 
Though you count her deed a crime; 
If so be I don’t pray proper, 
Lord, forgive me, for you see 
I can talk all right to ’osses, 
But I’m nervous-like with Thee.” 


Ne’er a line came to the cottage, 
From the woman who had flown, 
Joe, the baby, died that winter, 
And the man was left alone. 
Ne’er a bitter word he uttered, 
But in silence kissed the rod, 
Saving what he told his horses, 
Saving what he told his God. 


Far away in mighty London 
Rose the wanton into fame. 
For her beauty won men’s homage, 


And she prospered in her shame. 
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Quick from lord to lord she flitted, 
Higher still each prize she won; 
And her, rivals paled beside her 
As the stars beside the sun. 


est she trod the stage half-naked, 
.- ° And she dragged Art’s temple down 


To the level of a market 
For the women of the town. 
And the kisses she had given 
To poor ’ostler Joe for naught 
With their gold and priceless jewels, 
Rich and titled roués bought. 


Went the years with flying footsteps 
While her star was at its height; 
Then the darkness came on swiftly, 
And the gloaming turned to night. 
Shattered strength and faded beauty 
Tore the laurels from her brow; 
Of the thousands who had worshiped 
Never one came near her now. 


Broken down in health and fortune, 
Men forgot her very name 

Till the news that she was dying 
Woke the echoes of her fame. 

And the papers in their gossip 
Mentioned how an actress lay 

Sick to death in humble lodgings, 
Growing weaker every day. 


One there was who read the story 
In a far-off country place; 

And that night the dying woman 
Woke and looked upon his face, 
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Once again the strong arms clasped her 
That had clasped her long ago; 

And the weary head lay pillowed 
On the breast of ’ostler Joe. 


All the past he had forgiven— 
All the sorrow and the shame; 
He had found her sick and lonely, 
And his wife he now could claim. 
Since the grand folks who had known her 
One and all had slunk away, 
He could clasp his long-lost darling 
And no man could say him nay. 


In his arms death found her lying, 
From his arms her spirit fled, 
And his tears came down in torrents 
As he knelt beside his dead. 
Never once his love had faltered 
Through her sad, unhallowed life, 
And the stone above her ashes 
Bears the sacred name of wife. 


That’s the blossom I fain would pluck today 
From the garden above her dust; 

Not the languorous lily of soulless sin 
Nor the blood-red rose of lust, 

But a sweet white blossom of holy love, 
That grew in the one green spot 

In the arid desert of Phryne’s life 
Where all else was parched and hot. 
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EVOLUTION 
Lancpon SMITH 


When you were a tadpole and I was a fish, 
In the Paleozoic time, 
And side by side on the ebbing tide 
We sprawled through the ooze and slime, 
Or skittered with many a caudal flip 
Through the depths of the Cambrian fen, 
My heart was rife with the joy of life, 
For I loved you even then. 


Mindless we lived and mindless we loved, 
And mindless at last we died; 
And deep in a rift of the Caradoc drift 
We slumbered side by side. 
The world turned on in the lathe of time, 
The hot lands heaved amain, 
Till we caught our breath from the womb of death, 
And crept into light again. 


We were Amphibians, scaled and tailed, 
And drab as a dead man’s hand; 
We coiled at ease *neath the dripping trees, 
Or trailed through the mud and sand, 
Croaking and blind, with our three-clawed feet 
Writing a language dumb, 
With never a spark in the empty dark 
To hint at a life to come. 


Yet happy we lived, and happy we loved, 
And happy we died once more; 

Our forms were rolled in the clinging mold 
Of a Neocomian shore, 
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The eons came, and the eons fled, 
And the sleep that wrapped us fast 
Was riven away in a newer day, 


And the night of death was past. 


Then light and swift through the jungle trees 
We swung in our airy flights, 

Or breathed in the balms of the fronded palms, 
In the hush of the moonless nights. 

And oh! what beautiful years were these, 
When our hearts clung each to each! 

When life was filled, and our senses thrilled 
In the first faint dawn of speech. 


Thus life by life, and love by love, 
We passed through the cycles strange, 
And breath by breath, and death by death, 
We followed the chain of change. 
Till there came a time in the law of life 
When over the nursing sod 
The shadows broke, and the soul awoke 
In a strange, dim dream of God. 


I was thewed like an Auroch bull, 
And tusked like the great Cave Bear; 
And you, my sweet, from head to feet, 
Were gowned in your glorious hair. 
Deep in the gloom of a fireless cave, 
When the night fell o’er the plain, 
And the moon hung red o’er the river bed, 
We mumbled the bones of the slain. 


I flaked a flint to a cutting edge, 
And shaped it with brutish craft; 

I broke a shank from the woodland dank, 
And fitted it, head and haft. 
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Then I hid me close to the reedy tarn, 
Where the Mammoth came to drink ;— 
Through brawn and bone I drave the stone, 

And slew him upon the brink. 


Loud I howled through the moonlit wastes, 
Loud answered our kith and kin; 

From west and east to the crimson feast 
The clan came trooping in. 

O’er joint and gristle and padded hoof, 
We fought, and clawed and tore, 

And cheek by jowl, with many a growl, 
We talked the marvel o’er. 


I carved that fight on a reindeer bone, 
With rude and hairy hand, 
I pictured his fall on the cavern wall 
That men might understand. 
For we lived by blood, and the right of might, 
- Ere human laws were drawn, 
And the Age of Sin did not begin 
Till our brutal tusks were gone. 


And that was a million years ago, 
In a time that no man knows; 

Yet here to-night in the mellow light, 
We sit at Delmonico’s; 

Your eyes are deep as the Devon springs, 
Your hair is as dark as jet. 

Your years are few, your life is new, 
Your soul untried, and yet— 


Our trail is on the Kimmeridge clay, 
And the scarp of the Purbeck flags, 

We have left our bones in the Bagshot stones, © 
And deep in the Coraline crags ; 
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Our love is old, our lives are old, 
And death shall come amain; 

Should it come to-day, what man may say 
We shall not live again? 


God wrought our souls from the Tremadoc beds 
And furnished them wings to fly; 

He sowed our spawn in the world’s dim dawn, 
And I know that it shall not die. 

Though cities have sprung above the graves 
Where the crook-boned men made war, 

And the ox-wain creaks o’er the buried caves, 
Where the mummied mammoths are. 


Then as we linger at luncheon here, 
O’er many a dainty dish, 

Let us drink anew to the time when you 
Were a Tadpole and I was a Fish. 


THE WRECK OF THE “JULIE PLANTE” 


WitiiMm Henry Drummond 


From “The Habitant and Other French-Canadian Poems,” G. P. 
Putnam’s Sons, Publishers. Used by permission. 


On wan dark night on Lac St. Pierre, 
De win’ she blow, blow, blow, 

An’ de crew of de wood scow “Julie Plante” 
Got scar’t an? run below— 

-For de win’ she blow lak hurricane 
Bimeby she blow some more, 

An’ de scow bus’ up on Lac St. Pierre 
Wan arpent from de shore. 
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De captinne walk on de fronte deck, 
An’ walk de hin’ deck too— 

He call de crew from up de hole 
He call de cook also. 

De cook she’s name was Rosie, 
She come from Montreal, 

Was chambre maid on lumber barge, 
On de Grande Lachine Canal. 


De win’ she blow from nor’-eas’-wes’,— 
De sout’ win’ she blow too, 

W’en Rosie cry “Mon cher captinne, 
Mon cher, w’at I shall do?” 

Den de captinne t’row de big ankerre, 
But still the scow she dreef, 

De crew he can’t pass on de shore, 
Becos’ he los’ hees skeef, 


De night was dark lak wan black cat, 
De wave run high an’ fas’, 

W’en de captinne tak’ de Rosie girl 
An’ tie her to de mas’. 

Den he also tak’ de life preserve, 
An’ jomp off on de lak’, 

An’ say, ‘“‘Good-bye, ma Rosie dear 
I go drown for your sak’.” 


Nex’ morning very early 
*Bout ha’f-pas’ two—t’ree—four— 

De captinne—scow—an’ de poor Rosie 
Was corpses on de shore, 

For de win’ she blow lak hurricane 
Bimeby she blow some more, 

An’ de scow bus’ up on Lac St. Pierre, 
Wan arpent from de shore. 
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Now all good wood scow sailor man 
Tak’ warning by dat storm 

An’ go an’ marry some nice French girl 
An’ leev on wan beeg farm. 

De win’ can blow lak hurricane 
An’ s’pose she blow some more, 

You can’t get drown on Lac St. Pierre 
So long you stay on shore. 


EACH IN HIS OWN TONGUE 
WitiiaMmM HeErpert Carrutu 


From ‘Each in His Own Tongue and Other Poems,” G. P. Putnam’s 
Sons, Publishers. Used by permission. : 


A fire-mist and a planet, 

A crystal and a cell, 
A jellyfish and a saurian, 

And caves where the cavemen dwell; 
Then a sense of law and beauty, 

And a face turned from the clod— 
Some call it Evolution, 


And others call it God. 


A haze on the far horizon, 
The infinite, tender sky, 
The ripe, rich tint of the cornfields, 
And the wild geese sailing high, 
And all over upland and lowland 
The charm of the goldenrod— 
Some of us call it Autumn, 


And others call it God. 
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Like tides on a crescent sea-beach, 
When the moon is new and thin, 
Into our hearts high yearnings 
Come welling and surging in, * 
Come from the mystic ocean, 
Whose rim no foot has trod— 
Some of us call it Longing, 
And others call it God. 


A picket frozen on duty, 
A mother starved for her brood, 
Socrates drinking the hemlock, 
And Jesus on the rood; 
And millions who, humble and nameless, 
The straight, hard pathway plod— 
Some call it Consecration, 


And others call it God. 


CASEY AT THE BAT 
Ernest Lawrence THAYER 


The outlook wasn’t brilliant for the Mudville nine 
that day; 

The score stood four to two, with but one inning 
more to play; 

And so, when Cooney died at first, and Barrows did 
the same, 

A sickly silence fell upon the patrons of the game. 


A straggling few got up to go in deep despair. The 
rest 

Clung to the hope which springs eternal in the human 
breast ; 
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They thought, if only Casey could but get a whack, 
at that, 

They’d put up even money now, with Casey at the 
bat. 


But Flynn preceded Casey, as did also Jimmy Blake, 
And the former was a pudding and the latter was a 


fake; 

So upon that stricken multitude grim melancholy 
sat, 

For there seemed but little chance of Casey’s getting 
to the bat. 


But Flynn let drive a single, to the wonderment of 
all, 

And Blake, the much despiséd, tore the cover off the 
ball; 

And when the dust had lifted, and they saw what 
had occurred, 

There was Jimmy safe on second, and Flynn a-hug- 
ging third. 


Then from five thousand throats or more went up a 
lusty yell; 
It rumbled through the valley; it rattled in the 
meedell< 
It knocked upon the mountain top and recoiled upon 
the flat, 
For Casey, mighty Casey, was advancing to the bat. 


There was ease in Casey’s manner as he stepped into 
his place, 

There was pride in Casey’s bearing, and a smile on 
Casey’s face; 
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And when, responding to the cheers, he lightly doffed 
his hat, - 

No stranger in the crowd could doubt ’twas Casey 
at the bat. 


Ten thousand eyes were on him as he rubbed his 
hands with dirt, 

Five thousand tongues applauded when he wiped 
them on his shirt; 

Then while the writhing pitcher ground the ball into 
his hip, 

Defiance gleamed in Casey’s eye, a sneer curled 
Casey’s lip. 


And now the leather-covered sphere came hurtling 
through the air, 

And Casey stood a-watching it in haughty grandeur 
there ; 

Close by the sturdy batsman the ball unheeded sped. 

“That ain’t my style,” said Casey. “Strike one,” 
the umpire said. 


From the benches, black with people, there went up a 
muffled roar, 

Like the beating of the storm-waves on a stern and 
distant shore; 

“Kill him! Kill the umpire!” shouted some one on 
the stand. 

And it’s likely they’d have killed him had not Casey 

raised his hand. 


With a smile of Christian charity great Casey’s vis- 
sage shone; 

He stilled the rising tumult, he bade the game go 
on; 
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He signalled to the pitcher, and once more the 
spheroid flew, 

But Casey still ignored it, and the umpire cried, 
“Strike two.” 


“Fraud!” cried the maddened thousands, and the 
echo answered, “Fraud!” 

But a scornful look from Casey, and the audience 
was awed; 

They saw his face grow stern and cold, they saw his 
muscles strain, 

And they knew that Casey wouldn’t let that ball go 
by again. 


The sneer is gone from Casey’s lips, his teeth are 
clenched in hate, 
He pounds with cruel violence his bat upon the 


plate; 

And now the pitcher holds the ball, and now he lets 
it go, 

And now he air is shattered by the force of Casey’s 
blow. 


Oh! Somewhere in this favored land the sun is shin- 
ing bright, 

The band is playing somewhere, and somewhere 
hearts are light; 

And somewhere men are laughing, and somewhere 
children shout, 

But there is no joy in Mudville—mighty Casey has 
struck out. 
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CASEY’S REVENGE 


BEING A REPLY TO THE FAMOUS BASE-BALL CLASSIC 
“CASEY AT THE BAT” 


JaMES WILSON 


There were saddened hearts in Mudville for a week 
or even more; 

There were muttered oaths and curses—every fan in 
town was sore. 

“Just think,” said one, “how soft it looked with 
Casey at the bat! 

And then to think he’d go and spring a bush league 
trick like that.” 


All his past fame was forgotten; he was now a hope- 
less “shine.” 

They called him “Strike-out Casey” from the mayor 
down the line. 

And as he came to bat each day his bosom heaved 
a sigh, 

While a look of hopeless fury shone in mighty 
Casey’s eye. 


The lane is long, some one has said, that never turns 


again, 

And Fate, though fickle, often gives another chance 
to men. 

And Casey smiled—his rugged face no longer wore 
a frown; 


The pitcher who had started all the trouble came 
to town. . 
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All Mudville had assembled; ten thousand fans had 
come 

To see the twirler who had put big Casey on the 
bum; 

And when he stepped into the box the multitude went 
wild. 

He doffed his cap in proud disdain—but Casey only 
smiled. 


“Play ball!” the umpire’s voice rang out, and then 
the game began; 

But in that throng of thousands there was not a 
single fan 

Who thought that Mudville had a chance; and with 
the setting sun 

Their hopes sank low—the rival team was leading 
four to one. 


The last half of the ninth came round, with no change 
in the score; 

But when the first man up hit safe the crowd began 
to roar. 

The din increased, the echo of ten thousand shouts 
was heard 

When the pitcher hit the second and gave four balls 
to the third. 


Three men on base—nobody out—three runs to tie 


the game! 

A triple meant the highest niche in Mudville’s hall 
of fame. 

But here the rally ended and the gloom was deep as 
night, 

When the fourth one fouled to catcher and the fifth - 
flew out to right. 
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A dismal groan in chorus came—a scowl was on 
each face— 

When Casey walked up, bat in hand, and slowly took 
his place ; 

His bloodshot eyes in fury gleamed; his teeth were 
clinched in hate; 

He gave his cap a vicious hook and pounded on the 
plate. 


But fame is fleeting as the wind, and glory fades 
away; 

There were no wild and woolly cheers, no glad ac- 
claim this day. 

They hissed and groaned and hooted as they clam- 
ored, “Strike him out!” 

But Casey gave no outward sign that he had heard 
the shout. 


The pitcher smiled and cut one loose; across the 
plate it spread; 

Another hiss, another groan—*‘Strike one!” the um- 
pire said. 

Zip! Like a shot, the second curve broke just be- 
low his knee-— 

“Strike two!” the umpire roared aloud; but Casey 
made no plea. 


No roasting for the umpire now—his was an easy 
lot. 

But here the pitcher whirled again—was that a 

© rifle shot ? 

A whack! a crack! and out through space the leather 

pellet flew— 

A blot against the distant sky, a speck against the 
blue. 
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Above the fence in centre field, in rapid whirling 
flight 

The sphere sailed on; the blot grew dim and then 
was lost to sight. 

Ten thousand hats were thrown in air, ten thou- 
sand threw a fit; 

But no one ever found the ball that mighty Casey 
hit! 


Oh, somewhere in this favored land dark clouds may 
hide the sun, 

And somewhere bands no longer play and children 
have no fun; 

And somewhere over blighted lives there hangs a 
heavy pall; 

But Mudville hearts are happy now—for Casey hit 
the ball! 


THE OLD ACTOR’S STORY 
GerorGE Rospert Sims 


Mine is a wild, strange story—the strangest you ever 
heard; 

There are many who won’t believe it, but it’s gospel 
every word; 

It’s the biggest drama of any in a long, adventurous 
life; 

The scene was a ship, and the actors were myself 
and my new-wed wife. 


You mustn’t mind if I ramble, and lose the thread 


now and then; 
I’m old, you know, and I wander—it’s a way with 
old women and men, 
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For their lives lie all behind them, and their thoughts 
go far away, 

And are tempted afield, like children lost on a sum- 
mer day. 


The years must be five-and-twenty that have passed 
since that awful night, 

But I see it again this evening; I can never shut 
out the sight. 

We were only a few weeks married, I and the wife, 
you know, 

When we had an offer for Melbourne, and made up 
our minds to go. 


We’d acted together in England, traveling up and 


down 

With a strolling band of players, going from town 
to town; 

We played the lovers together—we were leading lady 
and gent— 


And at last we played in earnest, and straight to the 
church we went. 


The parson gave us his blessing, and I gave Nellie the 
ring, 

And swore that I’d love and cherish, and endow her 
with everything. 

How we smiled at that part of the service when I 
said, “I thee endow!” 

But as to the “love and cherish,” I meant to ‘keep 
that vow. 


We were only a couple of strollers; we had coin when 
the show was good; 

When it wasn’t we went without it, and we did the 
best we could. 
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We were happy, and loved each other, and laughed 
at the shifts we made— 

Where love makes plenty of sunshine, there poverty 
casts no shade, 


Well, at last we got to London, and did pretty well 
for a bit; 

Then the business dropped to nothing, and the man- 
ager took a flit— 

Stepped off one Sunday morning, forgetting the 
treasury call; 

But our luck was in, and we managed right on our 
feet to fall. 


We got an offer for Melbourne—got it that very 
week. 

Those were the days when thousands went over to 
fortune seek, 

The days of the great gold fever, and a manager 
thought the spot 

Good for a spec, and took us as actors among his 
lot. 


We hadn’t a friend in England—we’d only ourselves 
to please— 

And we jumped at the chance of trying our fortune 
across the seas, 

We went on a sailing vessel, and the journey was 


long and rough; 
We hadn’t been out a fortnight before we had had 


enough, 


But use is a second nature, and we’d got not to mind 


a storm, 
When misery came upon us—came in a hideous 


form. 
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My poor little wife fell ailing, grew worse, and at 
last so bad 
That the doctor said she was dying. I thought 


*twould have sent me mad. 


Dying where leagues of billows seemed to shriek for 
their prey, 

And the nearest land was hundreds—aye, thousands 
—of miles away. 

She raved one night in a fever, and the next lay still 
as death, 

So still I’d to bend and listen for the faintest sign 
of breath. 


She seemed in a sleep, and sleeping, with a smile on 
her thin, wan face, 

She passed away one morning, while I prayed to the 
throne of grace. 

I knelt in the little cabin, and prayer after prayer 
I said, 

Till the surgeon came and told me it was useless— 
my wife was dead! 


Dead! I wouldn’t believe it. They forced me away 
that night, 

For I raved in my wild despairing; the shock sent 
me mad outright. 

I was shut in the farthest cabin, and I beat my head 
on the side, 

And all day long in my madness, “They’ve murdered 
her!? I cried. 


They locked me away from my fellows—put me in 
cruel chains; 

It seems I had seized a weapon to beat out the sur- 
geon’s brains. 
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I cried in my wild, mad fury that he was a devil 
sent 

To gloat o’er the frenzied anguish with which my 
heart was rent. 


I spent that night with the irons heavy upon my 
wrists, 

And my wife lay dead quite near me. I beat with my 
fettered fists, 

Beat at my prison panels, and then—O God !—and 
then 

I heard the shrieks of women and the tramp of hurry- 
ing men. 


I heard the cry, “Ship a-fire!” caught up by a hun- 
dred throats, 

And over the roar the captain shouting to lower 
the boats; 

Then cry upon cry, and curses, and the crackle of 
burning wood, 

And the place grew hot as a furnace; I could feel 
it where I stood. 


I beat at the door and shouted, but never a sound 
came back, 

And the timbers above me started, till right through 
a yawning crack 

I could see the flames shoot upward, seizing on mast 
and sail, 

Fanned in their burning fury by the breath of the 
howling ‘gale. 


I dashed at the door in fury, shrieking, “I will not 
die! 

Die in this burning prison!’—but I caught no an- 
swering cry. 
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Then, suddenly, right upon me, the flames crept up 
with a roar, 

And their fiery tongues shot forward, cracking my 
prison door. 


I was free—with the heavy iron door dragging me 
down to death; 

I fought my way to the cabin, choked with the 
burning breath 

Of the flames that danced around me like man-mock- 
ing fiends at play, 

And then—O God! I can see it, and shall to my 
dying day. 


There lay my Nell as they’d left her, dead in her 
berth that night; 

The flames flung a smile on her features,—a hor- 
rible, lurid light. 

God knows how I reached and touched her, but I 
found myself by her side; 

I thought she was living a moment—I forgot that 
my Nell had died. 


In the shock of those awful seconds reason came back 
to my brain; 

I heard a sound as of breathing, and then a low cry 
of pain; 

Oh, was there mercy in heaven? Was there a God 
in the skies? 

The dead woman’s lips were moving, the dead woman 
opened her eyes. 


I cursed like a madman raving—I cried to her, “Nell! 
my Nell!” 


They had left us alone and helpless, alone in that 
burning hell ; 
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They had left us alone to perish—forgotten me liv- 
ing—and she 

Had been left for the fire to bear her to heaven, in- 
stead of the sea. 


I clutched at her, roused her shrieking—the stupor 
was on her still; 

I seized her in spite of my fetters,—fear gave a 
giant’s will. 

God knows how I did it, but blindly I fought through 
the flames and the wreck 

Up, up to the air, and brought her safe to the un- 
touched deck. 


We’d a moment of life together,—a moment of life, 
the time 

For one last word to each other,—’twas a moment 

supreme, sublime. 

From the trance we’d for death mistaken, the heat 
had brought her to life, 

And I was fettered and helpless, so we lay there, hus- 
band and wife! 


It was but a moment, but ages seemed to have passed 
away, 

When a shout came over the water, and I looked, 
and lo, there lay, 

Right away from the vessel, a boat that was stand- 
ing by; 

They had seen our forms on the vessel, as the flames 
lit up the sky. 


I shouted a prayer to Heaven, then called to my wife, 


and she 
Tore with new strength at my fetters. God helped 
her, and I was free; 
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Then over the burning bulwarks we leaped for one 
chance of life. 

Did they save us? Well, here I am, sir, and yon- 
der’s my dear old wife. 


We were out in the boat till daylight, when a great 
ship passing by 

Took us on board, and at Melbourne landed us by 
and by. 

We’ve played many parts in dramas since we went 
on that famous trip, 

But ne’er such a. scene together as we had on the 
burning ship! 


JOHNNY SANDS 


A man whose name was Johnny Sands 
Had married Betty Hague, 

And though she brought him gold and lands, 
She proved a terrible plague. 


For oh, she was a scolding wife, 
Full of caprice and whim. 

He said he was tired of life, 
And she was tired of him. 


Says he, “Then I will drown myself, 
The river runs below—” 

Says she, “Pray do, you silly elf, 
I wished it long ago.” 


Says he, “Upon the brink T’ll stand, 
Then you run down the hill 

And push me in with all your might.” 
Says she, ““My love, I will.” 
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“For fear that I should courage lack, 
And try to save my life, 

Pray tie my hands behind my back.” 
“T will,” replied his wife. 


She tied them fast, as you may think, 
And when securely done, 
“Now stand,” she says, “upon the brink, 


And I'll prepare to run.” 


All down the hill his living bride 
Now ran with all her force 

To push him in. He stepped aside, 
And she fell in, of course! 


Now splashing, dashing, like a fish, 

“Oh, save me, Johnny Sands!” 
“T can’t, my dear, though much I wish, 
199 


For you have tied my hands! 
—Anonymous 


THE CREMATION OF SAM McGEE 


Rozsert W. SERVICE 

From “The Spell of the Yukon” by Robert W. Service, published 
and copyright by Barse & Company, Newark, N. J. Special per- 
mission to reproduce in this book. 
There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

By the men who moil for gold; 
The Arctic trails have their secret tales 

That would make your blood run cold; 
The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 

But the queerest they ever did see 
Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 

I cremated Sam McGee. 
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Now Sam McGee was from sauce es where the 
cotton blooms and blows. 

Why he left his home in the South to roam ’round 
the Pole, God only knows. 

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to 
hold him like a spell; 

Though he’d often say in his homely way that “he’d 
sooner live in hell.” 


On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over 
the Dawson trail. 

Talk of your cold! Through the parka’s fold it 
stabbed like a driven nail. 

If our eyes we’d close, then the lashes froze till some- 
times we couldn’t see; 

It wasn’t much fun, but the only one to whimper was 
Sam McGee. 


And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our 
robes beneath the snow, 

And the dogs were fed, and the stars o’erhead were 
dancing heel and toe, 

He turned to me, and “Cap,” says he, “I'll cash in 
this trip, I guess; 

And if I do, ’m asking that you won’t refuse my 
last request.” 


Well, he seemed so low that I couldn’t say no; then 
he says with a sort of moan: 

“It?s the curséd cold, and it’s got right hold till 
I’m chilled clean through to the bone. 

“Yet ’tain’t being dead—it’s my awful dread of the 
icy grave that pains; 

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you'll 
cremate my last remains.” 
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A pal’s last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I 
would not fail; 

And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! 
he looked ghastly pale. 

He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of 
his home in Tennessee; 

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left 
of Sam McGee. 


There wasn’t a breath in that land of death, and I 
hurried, horror-driven, 

With a corpse half hid that I couldn’t get rid, be- 
cause of a promise given; 

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say, 
“You may tax your brawn and brains, 

But you promised true, and it’s up to you to cremate 
those last remains.” 


Now a promise made is a debt unpaid, and the trail 
has its own stern code. 

In the days to come, though my lips were dumb, in 
my heart how I cursed that load. 

In the long, long night, by the lone firelight, while 
the huskies, round in a ring, 

Howled out their woes to the homeless snows—O 
God! how I loathed the thing. 


And every day that quiet clay seemed to heavy and 
heavier grow; 

And on I went, though the dogs were spent and the | 
grub was getting low; 

The trail was bad, and I felt half mad, but I swore 


I would not give in; 
And Id often sing to the hateful thing, and it heark- 


ened with a grin. 
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Till I came to the marge of Lake Lebarge, and 
a derelict there lay; 

It was jammed in the ice, but I saw in a trice it was 
called the “Alice May.” 

And I looked at it, and I thought a bit, and I looked 
at my Gape chum ; 

Then “Here,” said I, with a sudden cry, “is my 
cre-ma-tor-eum.” 


Some planks I tore from the cabin floor, and I lit 
the boiler fire; 

_Some coal I found that was lying around, and I 
heaped the fuel higher; 

The flames just soared, and the furnace roared— 
such a blaze you seldom see; 

And I burrowed a hole in the glowing coal, and I 
stuffed in Sam McGee. 


Then I made a hike, for I didn’t like to hear him 
sizzle so; 

And the heavens scowled, and the huskies howled, 
and the wind began to blow. 

It was icy cold, but the hot sweat rolled down my 
cheeks, and I don’t know why; 

And the greasy smoke in an inky cloak went streak- 
ing down the sky. 


I do not know how long in the snow I wrestled with 
grisly fear; 

_ But the stars came out and they danced about ere 

: again I ventured near; 

Iwas sick with dread, but I bravely said: “I’ll just 
take a peep inside. 

I guess he’s cooked, and it’s time I looked” ; 
then the door I opened wide. 
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And there sat Sam, looking cool and calm, in the 
heart of the furnace roar; 

And he wore a smile you could see a mile, and he 

, said: ‘‘Please close that door. 

It’s fine in here, but I greatly fear you’ll let in the 

cold and storm— 

Since I left Plumtree, down in Tennessee, it’s the 
first time I’ve been warm.” 


There are strange things done in the midnight sun 
By the men who moil for gold; 
The Arctic trails have their secret tales 
That would make your blood run cold; 
The Northern Lights have seen queer sights, 
But the queerest they ever did see 
Was that night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 
I cremated Sam McGee. 


THE CLOWN’S BABY 


Marcaret T. JANVIER 
(“Marcaret VANDEGRIFT”’ ) 


It was on the Western frontier; 
The miners, rugged and brown, 

Were gathered around the posters; 
The circus had come to town! 

The great tent shone in the darkness 
Like a wonderful palace of light, 

And rough men crowded the entrance— 
Shows didn’t come every night! 


Not a woman’s face among them; 
Many a face that was bad, 

And some that were only vacant, 
And some that were very sad. 


POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


And behind a canvas curtain, 
In a corner of the place, 

The clown, with chalk and vermilion, 
Was making up his face. 


A weary-looking woman, 
With a smile that still was sweet, 
Sewed on a little garment, 
With a cradle at her feet. 
Pantaloon stood ready and waiting; 
It was time for the going on, 
But the clown in vain searched wildly ; 
The property-baby was gone! 


He murmured, impatiently hunting, 
“It’s strange I cannot find— 
There! Tve looked in every corner; 
It must have been left behind!” 
The miners were stamping and shouting, 
They were not patient men. 
The clown bends over the cradle— 
“T must take you, little Ben!” 


The mother started and shivered, 
But trouble and want were near; 
She lifted her baby gently; 
“You'll be very careful, dear?” 
“Careful? You foolish darling,” 
How tenderly it was said! 
What a smile shone through the chalk and paint, 
“I love each hair on his head!” 


’ The noise rose into an uproar, 
Misrule for the time was king; 

The clown, with a foolish chuckle, 
Bolted into the ring. 
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But as, with a squeak and flourish, 
The fiddles closed their tune, 

“You'll hold him as if he was made of glass?” 
Said the clown to pantaloon. 


The jovial fellow nodded; 
“I’ve a couple myself,” he said, 
“TI know how to handle ’em, bless you! 
Old fellow, go ahead!” 
The fun grew fast and furious, 
And not one of all the crowd =~ 
Had guessed that the baby was alive, 
When he suddenly laughed aloud. 


Oh, that baby-laugh! It was echoed 
From the benches with a ring, 
And the roughest customer thére sprang up 
With, “Boys, it’s the real thing!” 
The ring was jammed in a minute, 
Not a man that did not strive 
For “a shot at holding the baby,” 
The baby that was alive! 


He was thronged by kneeling suitors 
In the midst of the dusty ring, 
And he held his court right royally— 
The fair little baby-king— 
Till one of the shouting courtiers, 
A man with a bold, hard face, 
The talk, for miles, of the country, 
And the terror of the place, 


Raised the little king to his shoulder, 
And chuckled, “Look at that!” 

As the chubby fingers clutched his hair, 
Then, “Boys, hand round the hat!” 
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There never was such a hatful 
Of silver, and gold, and notes; 
People are not always penniless 
Because they don’t wear coats! 


And then, “Three cheers for the baby!” 
I tell you, those cheers were meant, 

And the way in which they were given 
Was enough to raise the tent. 

And then there was sudden silence, 
And a gruff old miner said, 

“Come, boys, enough of this rumpus! 
It’s time it was put to bed.” 


So, looking a little sheepish, 
But with faces strangely bright, 

The audience, somewhat lingeringly, 
Flocked out into the night. 

And the bold-faced leader chuckled, 
“He wasn’t a bit afraid! 

He’s as game as he is good-looking; 
Boys, that was a show that paid!” 


THE ENGINEER’S STORY 
Rost Hartwick THORPE 


No, children, my trips are over, 
The engineer needs rest; 

My hand is shaky; I’m feeling 
A tugging pain in my breast; 
But here, as the twilight gathers, 

T’'ll tell you a tale of the road, 
That'll ring in my head forever, 
Till it rests beneath the sod. 


POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


We were lumbering in the twilight, 
The night was dropping her shade, 
And the “Gladiator” labored, 
Climbing the top of the grade; 
The train was heavily laden, 
So I let my engine rest, 
Climbing the grading slowly, 
Till we reached the upland’s crest. 


I held my watch to the lamplight— 
Ten minutes behind the time! 
Lost in the slackened motion 
Of the up grade’s heavy climb; 
But I knew the miles of the prairie 
That stretched a level track, 
So I touched the gauge of the boiler, 
And pulled the lever back. 


Over the rails a-gleaming, 
Thirty an hour or so, 
The engine leaped like a demon, 
Breathing a fiery glow; 
But to me—a-hold of the lever— 
It seemed a child alway, 
Trustful and always ready 
My lightest touch to obey. 


I was proud, you know, of my engine, 
Holding it steady that night, 

And my eye on the track before us, 
Abiaze with the Drummond light. 

We neared a well-known cabin, 
Where a child of three or four, 

As the up train passed, oft called me, 
A-playing around the door. 
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My hand was firm on the throttle 
As we swept around the curve, 
When something afar in the shadow, 
Struck fire through every nerve. 
I sounded the brakes, and crashed 
The reverse lever down in dismay, 
Groaning to Heaven—eighty paces 
Ahead was the child at its play! 


One instant—one, awful and only— 
The world flew round in my brain, 

And I smote my hand hard on my forehead 
To keep back the terrible pain; 

The train I thought flying forever, 
With mad, irresistible roll, 

While the cries of the dying, the night wind 
Swept into my shuddering soul. 


Then I stood on the front of the engine— 
How I got there I never could tell— 
My feet planted down on the crossbar, 
Where the cow-catcher slopes to the rail; 
One hand firmly locked on the coupler, 
And one held out in the night, 
While my eye gauged the distance, and measured 
The speed of our slackening flight. 


My mind, thank the Lord! it was steady; 
I saw the bright curls of her hair, 
And the face that, turning in wonder, 
Was lit by the deadly glare. 
-I know little more, but I heard it, 
The groan of the anguished wheels, 
And remember thinking—the engine 
In agony trembles and reels. 
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One rod! To the day of my dying 

I shall think the old engine reared back, 
And as it recoiled, with a shudder 

I swept my hand over the track; 
Then darkness fell over my eyelids, 

But I heard the surge of the train, 
And the poor old engine creaking, 

As racked by a deadly pain. 


They found us, they said, on the gravel, 
My fingers enmeshed in her hair, 

And she on my bosom a-climbing, 
To nestle securely there. 

We are not much given to crying— 
We men that run on the road— 

But that night, they said, there were faces 
With tears on them, lifted to God. 


For years, in the eve and the morning 
As I neared the cabin again, 

My hand on the lever pressed downward 
And slackened the speed of the train. 

When my engine had blown her a greeting, 
She always would come to the door; 

And her look with a fulness of heaven 
Blesses me evermore. 


THE COW AND THE BISHOP 


Grorcre ALFRED TOWNSEND 


Once, in a good old college town, 

Where learned doctors in cap and gown 
Taught unfledged theologues how to preach— 
Youths of many a land and speech— 
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There was a student, studious ever, 

Whom fellows and townsfolk counted clever; 
Despite red hair and an awkward gait, 

“He'll be a great man,” they said, “just wait!” 


So it chanced, on a chill September day, 

When the wind was sharp and the sky was gray, 
This student, deep in study brown, 

Was striding along on the edge of town. 

A tiny cottage he neared and passed, 

When the sound of footsteps approaching fast, 
And his own name called, as in urgent need, 

Made him abruptly slacken his speed. 


As he turned, a woman had reached his side. 

“Oh, sir! you are learned and good,” she cried, 
“And my cow is dying, my own cow Pink; 

There’s nothing she’ll eat and nothing she’ll drink, 
She seems to be moaning her life away; 

Oh, lose not a moment, but come, I pray!” 


“Good madam,” he said, with a puckered brow, 
“My knowledge, I fear, would not help your cow. 
On cattle diseases I’m all unread— 

You’d better consult a physician instead.” 


“Why, sir,” said the woman, with pleading eyes, 
“They told me you were uncommonly wise, 
And four hours I’ve waited and watched for you, 
In hopes you would pass, as you often do.” 


So the student suffered himself to be led 

To the poor old cow, in the rickety shed. 

And he thought, as he looked her carefully over, 
“How I wish you were out among the clover! 
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But I must do something, right or wrong, 
Better than all this talk prolong.” 


Now, this quiet student loved a joke 
As well as many merrier folk; 
So, pausing a moment, as if in doubt, 
He traced a circle the cow about, 
Which thrice he reversed, with measured tread, 
Stopping thrice at the creature’s head, 
While with solemn face, besuiting the time, 
Thrice he intoned this inpromptu rhyme: 
“Here a suffering animal lies, 
Faithful, trusty, and true; 
If she lives, she lives—if she dies, she dies; 
And nothing more can I do.” 


Then he said, in the tone of an ardent lover, 

“T heartily trust this cow will recover!” 

While the woman watching with wide-open eyes 
And awe-struck face, was dumb with surprise ; 

Till the student, with, “Madam, a very good day!” 
Was out of the shed, up the road, and away. 


Had the woman heard the laugh ring out 

When the story was told that night, no doubt 

Her faith in the charm she would hardly have kept ; 
But, hearing naught, she believed and slept. 


Years afterward in that same town 

There lived a bishop of much renown; 

Wise theologians spoke his fame, 

And the little children loved his name. 

But one sad day the bishop fell ill, 

And the news spread broad, as such news will; 
One said to another, with tear or sigh, 
“Nothing can save him—our bishop must die!” 
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In his sunlit chamber, smiling and calm 

As a child unconscious of aught to harm, 
The sufferer waited with heart of peace— 
Patiently waited for Death’s release. 

The fearful swelling that stopped his speech 
The skill of the doctors could not reach, 
And now it was sucking his breath away, 
And the shadows were falling, still and gray. 


Of a sudden, a voice outside was heard 
And the sick man’s memory strangely stirred 
As a woman entered, bent and old, 
Making her way with assurance bold. 
She paused a moment, then stooping low 
She marked a circle, with finger slow, 
Across the carpet, around the bed, 
From head to foot, and from foot to head; 
And then, in the circle she had traced 
She hobbled around with eager haste; 
And why, ’mid servitors strong and stout, 
Did nobody venture to put her out? 
Ah, why, no man of them ever could tell, 
But each seemed holden, as by a spell, 
While the woman, in voice, now high, now low, 
Sang the student’s rhyme of long ago: 

“Here a suffering animal lies, 

Faithful, trusty, and true; 
If he lives, he lives—if he dies, he dies; 
And nothing more can I do!” 


‘Then she piped, in the tone of an old cracked bell, 
“T hope the bishop will now get well!” 

But the words her lips had scarcely left, 

When the air with a quick, sharp cry was cleft; 
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It rang through the chamber, it rang through the 
hall, 

Up sprang the attendants, one and all; 

They stared at the sick man, perplexed, amazed— 

Was the dying bishop suddenly crazed? 

He laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks, 

And, wonder of wonders, “He speaks! he speaks!” 

Ah, the woman had reached with her charm and 
crutch, 

What the surgeon’s lancet failed to touch! 

“The swelling is broken!” the doctors avowed, 

As they clustered together, a joyous crowd. 


In a tiny cot on the edge of the town, 
A little old woman, in kerchief and gown, 
Recounts, for the hundredth time, the tale 
Which never to her grows old or stale, 

With many a flourish of withered arm, 

Of the cow, and the bishop, and potent charm. 
“To think,” she says to the aged crones, 

“At last I can rest my poor old bones, 

And never a thought to the future give, 

But know that in plenty I ever shall live! 

A wonderful man, you must allow; 
God bless the bishop, and my new cow 


pp? 
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THE CALF-PATH 


Sam Watter Foss 


From “Whiffs From Wild Meadows’ by Sam Walter Foss, pub- 
lished and copyright by Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Company, Boston. 
Special permission to reproduce in this book. : 


One day through the primeval wood 
A calf walked home as good calves should; 


‘But made a trail all bent askew, 
A crooked trail as all calves do. 


Since then three hundred years have fled, 
And I infer the calf is dead. 


But still he left behind his trail, 
And thereby hangs my moral tale. 


The trail was taken up next day 
By a lone dog that passed that way; 


And then a wise bell-wether sheep 
Pursued the trail o’er vale and steep, 


And drew the flock behind him, too, 
As good bell-wethers always do. 


And from that day, o’er hill and glade, 
Through those old woods a path was made. . 


And many men wound in and out, 
And dodged and turned and bent about, 


And uttered words of righteous wrath 
Because twas such a crooked path; 
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But still they followed—do not laugh— 
The first migrations of that calf, 


And through this winding wood-way stalked 
Because he wobbled when he walked. 


This forest path became a lane, 
That bent and turned and turned again; 


This crooked lane became a road, 
Where many a poor horse with his load 


Toiled on beneath the burning sun, 
And travelled some three miles in one. 


And thus a century and a half 
They trod the footsteps of that calf. 


The years passed on in swiftness fleet. 
The road became a village street ; 


And this, before men were aware, 
A city’s crowded thoroughfare. 


And soon the central street was this 
Of a renowned metropolis ; 


And men two centuries and a half 
Trod in the footsteps of that calf. 


Each day a hundred thousand rout 
Followed this zigzag calf about 


And o’er his crooked journey went 
The traffic of a continent. 


A hundred thousand men were led 
By one calf near three centuries dead, 
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They followed still his crooked way, 
And lost one hundred years a day; 


For thus such reverence is lent 
To well-established precedent. 


A moral lesson this might teach 
Were I ordained and called to preach; 


For men are prone to go it blind 
Along the calf-paths of the mind, 


And work away from sun to sun 
To do what other men have done. 


They follow in the beaten track, 
And out and in, and forth and back, 


And still their devious course pursue, 


To keep the path that others do. 


They keep the path a sacred groove, 
Along which all their lives they move; 


But how the wise old wood-gods laugh, 
Who saw the first primeval calf! 


Ah, many things this tale might teach— 


But I am not ordained to preach, 
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POOR LITTLE JOE 


Davin L. Provuprir 
(“PrELEG ARKWRIGHT”) 


Prop yer eyes wide open, Joey, 
Fur I’ve brought you sumpin’ great. 
Apples? No, a derned sight better! 
Don’t you take no int’rest? Wait! 
Flowers, Joe—I know’d you’d like ’°em— 
Ain’t them scrumptious? Ain’t them high? 
Tears, my boy? Wot’s them fur, Joey? 
There—poor little Joe!—don’t cry! 


I was skippin’ past a winder 
W’ere a bang-up lady sot, 
All amongst a lot of bushes— 
Each one climbin’ from a pot; 
Every bush had flowers on it— 
Pretty? Mebbe not! Oh, no! 
Wish you could ’a seen ’em growin’, 
It was sich a stunnin’ show. 


Well, I thought of you, poor feller, 
Lyin’ here so sick and weak, 
Never knowin’ any comfort, 
And I puts on lots o’ cheek. 
“Missus,” says I, “if you please, mum, 
Could I ax you for a rose? 
For my little brother, missus— 
Never seed one, I suppose.” 


Then I told her all about you— 
How I bringed you up—poor Joe! 

(Lackin’ women folks to do it) 
Sich a imp you was, you know— 
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Till you got that awful tumble, 
Jist as I had broke yer in 

(Hard work, too,) to earn your livin’ 
Blackin’ boots for honest tin. 


How that tumble crippled of you, 
So’s you couldn’t hyper much— 
Joe, it hurted when I seen you 
Fur the first time with yer crutch. 
“But,” I says, “he’s laid up now, mum, 
’Pears to weaken every day”; 
Joe, she up and went to cuttin’— 
That’s the how of this bokay. 


Say! it seems to me, ole feller, 
You is quite yourself to-night— 
Kind o’ chirk—it’s been a fortnit 
Sense yer eyes has been so bright. 
Better? Well, I’m glad to hear it! 
Yes, they’re mighty pretty, Joe. 
Smellin’ of ’em’s made you happy? 
Well, I thought it would, you know! 


Never see the country, did you? 
Flowers growin’ everywhere! 
Some time when you’re better, Joey, 
Mebbe I kin take you there. 
Flowers in heaven? ’"M—TI s’pose so; 
Dunno much about it, though; 
Ain’t as fly as wot I might be 
On them topics, little Joe. 


But I’ve heerd it hinted somewheres 
That in heaven’s golden gates 

Things is everlastin’ cheerful— 
B’lieve that’s what the Bible states, 
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Likewise, there folks don’t git hungry: 
So good people, w’en they dies, 

Finds themselves well fixed forever— 
Joe, my boy, wot ails yer eyes? 


Thought they looked a little sing’ler, 
Oh, no! Don’t you have no fear; 
Heaven was made fur such as you is— 
Joe, wot makes you look so queer? 
Here—wake up! Oh, don’t look that way! 
Joe! My boy! Hold up yer head! 
Here’s yer flowers—you dropped ’em, Joey! 
Oh, my God, can Joe be dead? 


MOLL JARVIS O’?. MORLEY 
A CONSTABLE’S TALE 
GeorGeE Rosert SIMs 


Queer cattle is women to deal with? Lord bless ye, 
yer honor, they are! 

I’d sooner be faced by ten navies than tackle a 
woman, by far; 

’Tain’t only they bites and they scratches, and you 
mustn’t not give it ’em back, 

But their minds is so awful perwerted—they’ re such 
an abstropolous pack! 


I can hunt down a burglar and nab him, and tackle 
the roughest o’ rough, 

But when it’s a female I’m after I feels like a reg- 
ular muff ; 
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For I understands men and their natures, and I 
knows all their fly little lays, 

But there isn’t a orficer breathin’ as is up to the 
feminine ways. 


They be such a darned mixture o’ feelin’s-—they love 
and they hate in a breath, 

They’ll be false to one cove in five minits, and they’ll 
stick to another till death. 

They’re the blessedest big contrydiction as ever 
creation has seen, 

For they’ve got such grand notions of honor, and 
yet they’re so deucedly mean. 


For a moment they’ll tremble and shiver, and shriek 
if a spider comes near, 

And the next they’ll look death in the face, sir, with 
never a quiver o’ fear; 

As to minds, they ain’t got none, I reckon—it’s heart 
as prompts all as they do. 

Have I seen some rum things with these women? 
Yes, I fancy I have—one or two. 


Case in point? Half a score, if you’re willin’—say 
one—well, I’m blowed! look’ee there, 

See that woman a-turning the corner—that queer- 
looking wench with the hair? 

Case in point! Why, she’ll do for a good ’un. She’s 
as mad as a hatter, sir, now; 

For a man she went out of her senses, and it’s worth 
yer a-hearin’ tell how. 


‘That wench there’s Moll Jarvis 0’ Morley, the place 
t’other side 0’? the wood— 

Ev’ry man in the force here knows Molly—there’s 
pretty good reasons he should— 
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For the privates and sergeants and spectors, she 
flummoxed ’em all to a coon, 

And she left us like open-mouthed dummies a-waggin’ 
our heads at the moon. 


*T was in this way it happened: Her husband, a hor- 
rible brute of a chap, 

Was arrested for smashin’ her skull in, and half 
killing the babe in her lap. 

He was tried, and her evidence taken; she softened 
it down where she could; 

But the women as seed him set on her, they told how 
the real matter stood. 


“Fifteen years,” says the judge; then she fainted, 
and Tom he growls out, with an oath, 
“Have a care for yourself and the brat, Moll; when 
I’m free [ll] just finish you both.” 

Then she knelt and she prayed to the judges to hear 
what she’d gotten to say— 

“Her Tom was mad drunk when he done it, and 
he’d never been harsh till that day.” 


’Twas a lie; bless your soul, why he’d whacked her 
and kicked her night, morning and noon; 

You’d a’ thought as she’d dance at the sentence, and 
think it a merciful boon. 

’Twas a squeak for her life as he’d gave her, her head 
was all strapped in the box, 

And she trembled and shook as Tom eyed her—he 
eyed her that day like a fox. 


Lor, but women’s rum cattle to deal with; the first 
man found that to his cost, 

And I reckon it’s just through a woman the last man 
on earth’ll be lost. 
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But that ain’t my moral at present; I just wants to 
prove to yer face 

That we pleecemen ain’t nothing to go by when a 
woman gets into the case, 


Just a month after Tom got his sentence, the news 
come he’d ’scaped from the jail, 

And the whole of us all round the country was or- 
dered to hunt on his trail. 

She heard it, and went on her knees, sir, and prayed 
as he’d get clean away, 

And in less than a week we’d a notion we held Master 
Thomas at bay. 


He was there in them woods over yonder. Them 
woods is uncommonly thick, 

And a man might be hidden a twelvemonth if he’d 
live on rank grass and a stick. 

“Starve him out,” says our chief; “draw a cordon of 
officers right round the place. 

Let him choose ’twixt starvation and capture; one 
or other the beggar must face.” 


“They’re a-starvin’ him out,” says a gossip; and 
Molly she heard what was said, 

And she shrieked, and went into hysterics, and cried 
as her husband was dead; 

Till at last she.could bear it no longer, so she 
moaned and moved west’ard one day; 

For it killed her, she said, to be watching while he 

was a-dying that way. 


Oh, a deep ’un was Molly, Lord bless you! She made 
us look awfully small— 

“Went off to her friends.” We believed her; and 
she never went off, sir, at all. 
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How she done it we never discovered; but she got in 
them woods past my nose— | 

Got clean in them woods to that blackgnard, and he 
got away in her clo’s. 


I see her come by as I fancied, and I gave her pods 
even’ ”’ as well, 

And she nodded her head and went onw args siid 
ever ye hear such a sell? : 


It was him in her dress and her bonnet, he went saith * 


got slick away, 
And we’ve never heard nowt o’ the viper, not a whis- 
per right unto to-day. 


Yes, she’d gone to the woods to that villain, to the 
bully who’d maimed her for life, 

She had gone and she’d hugged him and kissed him, 
I s’pose, like a dutiful wife. 

Well, we waited a week; then come orders to beat our 
way right through the wood, 

And to capture the chap at all hazards, and shoot 
him down dead if he stood. 


And all as we found there was Molly, all white and 
as weak as a rat, 

Half-dressed and a-moanin’ wit’ terror and gnawing 
her hands where she sat; 

She’d ’a’ stopped there and aed of starvation to 
give him more time to get free; 

I could see the jade’s game in a moment, and it come 
like a bombshell on me. 


For I saw on the face of the woman the red scar 
stand out on the white, 

Just the mark of the fist of the villain she’d crept 
there to aid in his flight ; 
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And to think as ‘she’d perish o’ hunger and suffer 
the torments of hell 

For the sake of the wretch who’d half killed her and 
had injured her baby as well. 


No, she wasn’t not charged with a-aidin’ and abettin’ 
-.the fellow’s escape ; 

She ‘was mad when we found her a-hidin’, her reason 

‘ was clean out o’ shape. © 

“But she’s harmless enough, and she wanders, and jab- 
bers and jaws about him; 

The folks about here knows her story, and humors 
her every whim. 


But don’t talk to me about women; they ain’t got 
no reason nor brains, 

And the man who goes in for to grip ’em is just a big 
fool for his pains, 

They’re a blow to the force, that they are, sir; they 
sends all our best plans to pot; 

They’re a mixture o’ saint and o’ devil, and a darned 
contrydictory lot. 


BRIER-ROSE 
Hsatmar Hsortu Boyvrsen 


Said Brier-Rose’s mother to the naughty Brier- 
Rose, ! 

“What will become of you, my child, the Lord Al- 
mighty knows. 

You will not scrub the kettles, and you will not touch 
the broom; 

You never sit a minute still at spinning wheel or 
loom.” 
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Thus grumbled in the morning, and grumbled late at 
eve, 

The goodwife as she bustled with pot and tray and 
sieve ; 

But Brier-Rose, she laughed and she cocked her 
dainty head 

“Why, I shall marry, mother dear,” full merrily she 
said. 


“You marry, saucy Brier-Rose! The man, he is not 
found 

To marry such a worthless wench, these seven 
leagues around.” 

But Brier-Rose, she laughed and she trilled a merry 
lay: 

“Perhaps he’ll come, my mother dear, from eight 
leagues away.” 


The goodwife with a “humph” and a sigh forsook 
the battle, 

And flung her pots and pails about with much vin- 
dictive rattle: 

“Q Lord, what sin did I commit in youthful days, 
and wild, 

That thou hast punished me in age with such a way- 
ward child?” 


Up stole the girl on tiptoe, so that none her step 
could hear, 

And laughing pressed an airy kiss behind the good- 
wife’s ear. 

And she, as e’er relenting, sighed, “Oh, Heaven only 
knows 

Whatever will become of you, my naughty Brier- 
Rose!” 
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The sun was high and summer sounds were teeming 
in the air; 

The clank of scythes, the cricket’s whir, and swelling 
wood-notes rare, 

From field and copse and meadow; ail through the 
open door 

Sweet, fragrant whiffs of new-mown hay the idle 
breezes bore. 


Then Brier-Rose grew pensive, like a bird of thought- 
ful mien, 

Whose little life has problems among the branches 
green. 

She heard the river brawling where the tide was 
swift and strong, 

She heard the summer singing its strange, alluring 
song. 


And out she skipped the meadows o’er and gazed 
into the sky; 

Her heart o’erbrimmed with gladness, she scarce her- 
self knew why, 

And to a merry tune she hummed, “Oh, Heaven only 
knows 

Whatever will become of the naughty Brier-Rose!”’ 


Whene’er a thrifty matron this idle maid espied, 

She shook her head in warning, and scarce her wrath 
could hide; 

For girls were made for housewives, for spinning- 
wheel and loom, 

And not to drink the sunshine and wild flower’s sweet 
perfume. | 
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And oft the maidens cried, when the Brier-Rose went 
by, 

“You cannot knit a stocking, and you cannot make 
a pie.” 

But Brier-Rose, as was her wont, she cocked her 
curly head: 

“But I can sing a pretty song,” full merrily she 
said. 


And oft the young lads shouted, when they saw the 
maid at play, 
“Ho, good-for-nothing Brier-Rose, how do you do 


to-day?” 

Then she shook her tiny fist; to her cheeks the color 
flew: 

‘However much you coax me, Ill never dance with 
you.” 


Thus flew the years light-wingéd over Brier-Rose’s 


head, 
Till she was twenty summers old and yet remained 
unwed. 
And all the parish wondered, “The Lord Almighty 
knows 


Whatever will become of that naughty Brier-Rose!”’ 


And while they wondered came the spring a-dancing 
o’er the hills; 

Her breath was warmer than of yore, and all the 
mountain rills, 

With their tinkling and their rippling and their rush- 
ing, filled the air, 

And the misty sounds of water forth welling every- 
where. 
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And in the valley’s depth, like a lusty beast of prey, 

The river leaped and roared aloud and tossed its 
mane of spray; 

Then. hushed again its voice to a softly plashing 
croon, 

As dark it rolled beneath the sun and white beneath 
the moon. 


It was a merry sight to see the lumber as it whirled 

Adown the tawny eddies that hissed and seethed and 
swirled, 

Now shooting through the rapids and, with a reeling 
swing, 

Into the foam crests diving like an animated thing. 


But in the narrows of the rocks, where o’er a steep 
incline 

The waters plunged, and wreathed in foam the dark 
boughs of the pine, 

The lads kept watch with shout and song, and sent 
each straggling beam 

A-spinning down the rapids, lest it should lock the 
stream. 


And yet—methinks I hear it now—wild voices in the 
night, 

A rush of feet, a dog’s harsh bark, a torch’s flaring 
light, 

And wandering gusts of dampness, and round us far 
and nigh, 

A fan eae boom of water like a pulse beat in the 
sky. 
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The dawn just pierced the pallid east with spears 
of gold and red, 

As we, with boat hooks in our hands, toward the 
narrows sped. 

And terror smote us: for we heard the mighty tree 
tops sway, 

And thunder, as of chariots, and hissing showers of 


spray. 


“Now, lads,” the sheriff shouted, “you are strong 
like Norway’s rock: 

A hundred crowns I give to him who breaks the lum- 
ber lock! 

For if another hour go by, the angry waters’ spoil 

Our homes will be, and fields, and our weary years 
of toil.” 


We looked at each other; each hoped his neighbor 
would 

Brave death and danger for his home, as valiant 
Norsemen should. 

But at our feet the brawling tide expanded like a 
lake, 

And whirling beams came shooting on, and made the 
firm rock quake. 


“Two hundred crowns!” the sheriff cried, and breath- 
less stood the crowd. 

“Two hundred crowns, my bonny lads!” in anxious 
tones and loud. 

But not a man came forward, and no one spoke or 
stirred, 

And nothing save the thunder of the cataract was 


heard. 


106 POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


But as with trembling hands and with fainting hearts 
we stood, 

We spied a little curly head emerging from the 
wood. 

We heard a little snatch of a merry little song, 

And saw the dainty Brier-Rose come dancing 
through the throng. 


An angry murmur rose from the people round about. 
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“Fling her into the river!” we heard the matrons 


shout ; 

“Chase her away, the silly thing; for God himself 
scarce knows 

Why ever he created that worthless Brier-Rose.” 


Sweet Brier-Rose, she heard their cries; a little pen- 
sive smile 

Across her fair face flitted that might a stone be- 
guile; 

And then she gave her pretty head a roguish little 
cock: 

“Hand me a boat hook, lads,” she said; “I think I'll 
break the lock.” 


Derisive shouts of laughter broke from throats of 
young and old: 


“Ho! good-for-nothing Brier-Rose, your tongue was 
ever bold.” 

‘And, mockingly, a boat hook into her hands was 
flung, 

When, lo! into the river’s midst with daring leaps 


she sprung! 
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We saw her dimly through a mist of dense and blind- 
ing spray; 

From beam to beam she skipped, like a water sprite 
at play. 

And now and then faint gleams we caught of color 
through the mist: 

A crimson waist, a golden head, a little dainty wrist. 


In terror pressed the people to the margin of the 
hill, 

A hundred breaths were bated, a hundred hearts 
stood still. 

For, hark; from out the rapids came a strange and 
creaking sound, 

And then a crash of thunder which shook the very 
ground. 


The waters hurled the lumber mass down o’er the 
rocky. steep. 

We heard a muffled rumbling and a rolling in the 
deep ; 

We saw a tiny form which the torrent swiftly bore 

And flung into the wild abyss, where it was seen no 
more. 


Ah, little naughty Brier-Rose, thou couldst not 
weave nor spin; 

Yet thou couldst do a nobler deed than all thy mock- 
ing kin; 

For thou hadst courage e’en to die, and by thy death 
to save 

A thousand farms and lives from the fury of the 
wave, 
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And yet the adage lives, in the valley of thy birth, 

When wayward children spend their days in heedless 
play and mirth, 

Oft mothers say, half smiling, half sighing, “Heaven 
knows 

Whatever will become of the naughty Brier-Rose!”’ 


ST. PETER AT THE GATE 


St. Peter stood guard at the golden gate 
With a solemn mien and an air sedate, 
When up to the top of the golden stair 
A man and a woman ascending there, 
Applied for admission. They came and stood 
Before St. Peter, so great and good, 
In hopes the City of Peace to win, 
And asked St. Peter to let them in. 
The woman was tall, and lank, and thin, 
With a scraggy beardlet upon her chin; 
The man was short, and thick, and stout, 
His stomach was built so it rounded out, 
His face was pleasant, and all the while 
He wore a kindly and genial smile. 
The choirs in the distance the echoes woke, 
And the man kept still while the woman spoke: 
“Oh, thou who guardest the gate,” said she, 
“We two come hither beseeching thee 
To let us enter the heavenly land, 
And play our harps with the angel band. 
Of me, St. Peter, there is no doubt— 

_ There is nothing from heaven to bar me out ; 
I have been to meetings three times a week, 
And almost always I’d rise and speak. 
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I’ve told the sinners about the day 

When they’d repent their evil way; 

I have told my neighbors, I have told them all 

"Bout Adam and Eve, and the primal fall; 

I’ve shown them what they’d have to do 

If they’d pass in with the chosen few; 

I’ve marked their path of duty clear— 

Laid out the plan for their whole career; 

I’ve talked and talked to ’em loud and long, 

For my lungs are good and my voice is strong. 

So, good St. Peter, you’ll clearly see 

The gate of heaven is open to me. 

But my old man, I regret to say, 

Hasn’t walked exactly the narrow way; 

He smokes and he swears, and grave faults he’s 
got, 

And I don’t know whether he will pass or not. 

He would never pray with-an honest vim, 

Or go to revival, or join in a hymn, 

So I had to leave him in sorrow there, 

While I, with the chosen united in prayer. 

He ate what the pantry chanced to afford, 

While I, in my purity, sang to the Lord; 

And if cucumbers were all he got, 

It’s a chance if he merited them or not, 

But, oh, St. Peter, I love him so! 

To the pleasures of heaven please let him go! 

I’ve done enough—a saint I’ve been— 

Won’t that atone? Can’t you let him in? 

By my grim gospel, I know ’tis so, 

That the unrepentant must fry below; 

But isn’t there some way that you can see, 

That he may enter who’s dear to me? 

It’s a narrow gospel by which I pray, 

But the chosen expect to find some way 
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Of coaxing, or fooling, or bribing you 

So that their relations can amble through. 

And say, St. Peter, it seems to me 

This gate isn’t kept as it ought to be; 

You ought to stand by that opening there, 

And never sit down in that easy chair; 

And say, St. Peter, my sight is dimmed, 

But I don’t like the way your whiskers are 
trimmed. . f 

They’re cut too wide and outward toss: 

They’d look better narrower, cut straight 
across ; 

Well, we must be going our crowns to win, 

So open, St. Peter, and we’ll pass in.” 

St. Peter sat quiet and stroked his staff; 

But spite of his office he had to laugh; 

Then said with a fiery gleam in his eye: 

**Who’s tending this gateway—you or I?” 

And then he rose in his stature tall, 

And pressed a button upon the wall, 

And said to the imp who answered the bell: 

“Escort this lady around to hell!” 

The man stood still as a piece of stone— 

Stood sadly, gloomily, there alone; 

A life-long settled idea he had, 

That his wife was good and he was bad. 

He thought if the woman went down below, 

That he would certainly have to go— 

That if she went to the regions dim, 

There wasn’t a ghost of a show for him. 

Slowly he turned, by habit bent, 

To follow wherever the woman went. 


St. Peter, standing on duty there, 
Observed that the top of his head was bare. 
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He called the gentleman back and said: 

“Friend, how long have you been wed?” 

“Thirty years,” with a weary sigh. 

And then he thoughtfully added, “Why?” 

St. Peter was silent. With head bent down, 

He raised his hand and scratched his crown; 

Then, seeming a different thought to take, 

Slowly, half to himself, he spake: 

“Thirty years with that woman there? 

No wonder the man hasn’t any hair! 

Swearing is wicked, smoke’s not good. 

He smoked and swore—I should think he 
would— 

Thirty years with that tongue so sharp! 

Ho, Angel Gabriel! Give him a harp! 

A jeweled harp with a golden string, 

Gocd sir, pass in where the angels sing! 

Gabriel, give him a seat alone— 

One with a cushion, up near the throne; 

Call up some angels to play their best, 

Let him enjoy the music in rest, 

See that on finest ambrosia he feeds, 

He’s had about all the hell he needs; 

It isn’t just hardly the thing to do 

To roast him on earth and the future, too.” 

They gave him a harp with golden strings, 

A glittering robe with a pair of wings, 

And he said, as he entered the Realm of Day: 

“Well, this beats cucumbers, anyway!” 

And so the Scriptures had come to pass, 

“The last shall be first and the first shall be 
last.” 


1 


—Anonymous 
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HANNAH JANE 


D. R. Locke 
(“Prerroteum V. Naspy’’) 


She isn’t half so handsome as when twenty years 
agone 

At her old home in Piketon, Parson Avery made us 
one ; 

The great house crowded full of guests of every de- 
gree, 

The girls all envying Hannah Jane, the boys all 
envying me. 


Her fingers then were taper, and her skin as white 
as milk, 

. Her brown hair—what a mass it was; and soft and 
fine as silk; 

No wind-moved willow by a brook had ever such a 
grace, 

The form of Aphrodite, with a pure Madonna face. 


She had but meager schooling; her little notes to me 

Were full of crooked pothooks, and the worst or- 
thography ; 

Her “dear” she spelled with double e, and kiss with 
but one s, 

But when one’s crazed with passion, what’s a letter 
more or less? 


She blundered in her writing, and she blundered when 
she spoke, 

And every rule of syntax that old Murray made she 
broke; 
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But she was beautiful and fresh, and I—well I was 
young; 

Her form and face o’erbalanced all the blunders of 
her tongue. 


I was but a little better. True, I’d longer been at 
school; 

My tongue and pen were run, perhaps, a little more 
by rule; 

But that was all. The neighbors round, who both of 
us well knew, 

Said—which I believed—she was the better of the 
two. 


All’s changed; the light of seventeen’s no longer in 
her eyes; 

Her wavy hair is gone—that loss the coiffeur’s art 
supplies ; 

Her form is thin and angular; she slightly forward 
bends ; 

Her fingers once so shapely now are stumpy at the 
ends. 


She knows but very little, and in little are we one; 

The beauty rare that more than hid that great defect 
is gone. 

My parvenu relations now deride my homely wife, 

And pity me that I am tied to such a clod for life. 


I know there is a difference; at reception and levee, 

The brightest, wittiest and most famed of women 
smile on me; 

And everywhere I hold my place among the greatest 
men, 

And sometimes sigh with Whittier’s judge, “Alas! It 
might have been.” 
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When they all crowd around me, stately dames and 
brilliant belles, 

And yield to me the homage that all great success 
compels, 

Discussing art and statecraft, and literature as well, 

From Homer down to Thackeray, and Swedenborg 
on hell. 


I can’t forget that from these streams my wife has 
never quaffed, 

Has never with Ophelia wept, nor with Jack Falstaff 
laughed ; 

Of authors, actors, had ne ee she hardly knows 
the names ; 

She slept while I was eae on the Alabama 
claims. 


I can’t forget—just at this point another form ap- 
pears— 

The wife I wedded as she was before my prosperous 
years ; 

I travel o’er the dreary road we traveled side by 
side, 

And wonder what my share would be, if justice should 
decide. 


She had four hundred dollars left her from the old 
estate ; 

On that we married, and thus poorly armored, faded 
our fate. 

I wrestled with my books; her task was harder far 
than mine—- 

*Twas how to make two hundred dollars do the work 
of nine— 
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At last I was admitted; then I had my legal lore, 

An office with a stove and desk, of books perhaps a 
score; > 

She had her beauty and her youth, and some house- 
wifely skill, 

And love for me, and faith in me, and back of that 
a will. 


Ah! how she cried for joy when my first legal fight 


was won, 
When our eclipse passed partly by, and we stood 
in the sun! 
The fee was fifty dollars—’twas the work of half 
a year— 


First captive, lean and scraggy, of my legal bow 
and spear. 


I well remember when my coat (the only one I had) 

Was seedy grown and threadbare, and, in fact, most 
shocking bad. 

The tailor’s stern remark when I a modest order 
made: 

“Cash is the basis, sir, on which we tailors do our 
trade.” 


Her winter cloak was in his shop by noon that very 
day; 

She wrought on hickory shirts at night that tailor’s 
skill to pay; 

I got a coat and wore it; but, alas, poor Hannah 


Jane 
Ne’er went to church nor lecture till warm weather 


came again, 
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Our second season she refused a cloak of any sort, 

That I might have a decent suit in which t’? appear 
in court; 

She made her last year’s bonnet do, that I might 
have a hat; 


Talk of the old-time, flame-enveloped martyrs after 
that! 


No negro ever worked so hard, a servant’s pay to 
save, 


She made herself most willingly a household drudge 
and slave. 


What wonder that she never read a magazine or 
book, 


Combining as she did in one, nurse, housemaid, 
seamstress, cook! 


What wonder that the beauty fled that I once so 
adored! 


Her beautiful complexion my fierce kitchen fire de- 
voured; 


Her plump, soft, rounded arm was once too fair to 
be concealed ; 


Hard work for me that softness into sinewy strength 
congealed, 


I was her altar, and her love the sacrificial flame; 
Ah! with what pure devotion she to that altar came, 


And, tearful, flung thereon—alas, I did not know it 
then— 


All that she was, and more than that, all that she 
might have been! 
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At last I won success. Ah! then our lives were wider 
parted ; 

I was far up the rising road; she, poor girl, where 
we started. 

I had tried my speed and mettle, and gained strength 
in every race; 

I was far up the heights of life—she drudging at the 
base. 


She made me take each fall the stump; she said ’twas 
my career ; 

The wild applause of listening crowds was music to 
my ear. 

What stimulus had she to cheer her dreary solitude? 

For me she lived on gladly in unnatural widowhood. 


She couldn’t read my speech, but when the papers 
all agreed 

’Twas the best one of the session, those comments 
she could read; 

And with a gush of pride thereat, which I had never 
felt, 

She sent them to me in a note with half the words 
misspelt. 


At twenty-eight the State House; on the bench at 
thirty-three ; 

At forty every gate in life was opened wide to me. 

I nursed my powers and grew, and made my point 
in life, but she— 

Bearing such packhorse weary igades what could a 
woman be? 
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What could she be? Oh, shame! I blush to think 
what she has been, 
The most unselfish of all wives to the selfishest of 


men. 

Yes, plain and homely now she is; she’s ignorant, 
*tis true; 

For me she rubbed herself quite out—TI represent the 
two. 


Well, I suppose that I might do as other men have 
done— 

First break her heart with cold neglect, then shove 
her out alone, 

The world would say ’twas well, and more, would 
give great praise to me, 

For having borne with “such a wife” so uncomplain- 
ingly. 


And shall I? No! the contract ’twixt Hannah, God 
and me, 

Was not for one or twenty years, but for eternity. 

No matter what the world may think, I know down 
in my heart, 

That, if either, I’m delinquent; she has bravely done 
her part. 


There’s another world beyond ins and on the final 
day, 

Will intellect and learning ’gainst such devotion 
weigh? 

When the great one, made of us two, is torn apart 
again, 

Vl yield the palm, for God is just, and He knows 
Hannah Jane, 
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KISSING CUP’S RACE 
CAMPBELL RaE Brown 


You’ve never seen Kissing Cup, have you? - 
Stroll round to the paddock, my lord; 
Just cast your eye over the mare, sir— 
You'll say that, upon your word, 
You ne’er saw a grander-shaped ’un 
In all the whole course of your life. 
Have you heard the strange story about her, 
How she won Lord Hillhoxton his wife? ; 
No? Well, if you’ve got a few minutes, 
V’ll tell you why Kissing Cup, here, 
Has lived in this lazy grandeur 
Since the first time they let her appear 
On a race-course—to run for a wife, sir, 
The loveliest girl in the land. 
By gad! *Twas a heart-thrilling moment 
For them as stood on the stand, 
And knew the high stakes that were pending 
On Kissing Cup’s winning the race. 
She ran for a woman’s heart, sir, 
To save an old name from disgrace. 
Here she is, sir—now look her well over— 
There isn’t a fault to be found; 
See her going—magnificent action! 
You’re right, sir; the mare is as sound 
As she was on the day I rode her 
Just ten years ago last June; 
I’ll never forget how they cheered us, 
The mare, and her jock, Bob Doon. 
He was always a reckless youngster, 
My master, Hillhoxton, you know; 
And when the old Marquis died, sir, 
He seemed—somehow or other—to go 
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Right fair clean away to the bad, sir; 
And, being a fresh ’un, you see, 

The bookies just fleeced him a good ’un. 

’ I knew, sir, quite well how ’twould be: 

I saw he would go down a mucker, 
Be ruined, sir, sure as fate. 

In his careless boyish folly 
I saw that the fine old estate 

Would be gambled away, the title 
Be sullied, perchance, with shame. 

e I said to myself, “Bob Doon, boy! 

You must save your old master’s name.” 

He’d loved a quiet bit o’ racing— 
I’d been his head jock for years. 

I remember the night he died, sir; 
His bright eyes filling with tears, 

He told me to mind the youngster, 
To see that he didn’t begin 

To gamble—and always remembered 
The Hillhoxtons rode to win. 

He told me above all to see, sir, 
That no scandal e’er touched the stud, 

To be sure that our stables harbored 
Nought but the purest blood. 

He took my rough hand as he finished, 
In the same old well-known grip, 

As hundreds of times I’d seen him 
A-grasping the ribbons and whip. 

He didn’t last very much longer— 
I stood by the bed as he died, 

And watched my old master’s spirit 
Start on its last long ride. 

One night—I remember it well, sir; 
It must have been just nigh four years 
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After the old Marquis left us— 
Very heavy at heart with fears, 
I was sitting in one of the stables, 
Not dreaming as no one was near, 
A-thinking of how things were looking 
A mighty sight too deuced queer. 
I had turned round my head for a. moment 
To see as the nags were all right, 
When I saw the young master a-standing 
Behind me. I started! The sight 
Of his face, pale and haggard, 
Sent a rush of cold blood to my heart. 
I knew, sir, that something had happened. 
“Doon, Doon, my boy! Why do you start? 
Don’t you know me?” he said. “Have I altered? 
Have I changed so since yesterday? 
No wonder, good God! I am ruined! 
I’ve gambled the old home away. 
But the worst—the poor girl, Lady Constance— 
You know how she loves me, old friend— 
What will she think of me now, Bob? 
For pity’s sake, Heaven defend 
And keep her,” he cried, “true as ever! 
But no, no! I never can wed 
You now. God bless you, my darling! 
Forget me as if I were dead.” 
He wept like a child in his sorrow. 

“Be a man! Be a man, sir,” said I. 
“Trust to me, I can yet pull you through, sir, 
There’s a mare in your stud that can fly. 

I’ve kept her—I knew you were playing 
Too fast, far too reckless a game; 

But there’s Kissing Cup ready to run for 
And save a Hillhoxton’s name.” 
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When I saw that the lad was collected, 
I asked him to turn and look 
At the very first bet he had entered 
On the very first page of his book. 
He looked at me—eyes full of wonder— 
“That’s three years ago! What d’ye mean?” 
“My lord, you'll forgive me,” I answered; 
“Forgive me, I know you have been 
Too hot, aye too heedless by far, sir, 

In your youthful and reckless career ; 
You’ve forgotten—just read for a moment 
The words that you see written here. 

The foal, Kissing Cup here, is ready 
And fit, sir, to run for a life; 
In the big race next week she will save you, 
Will win you a fortune—and wife.” 
The boy couldn’t speak for a moment, 
His pallid lips moved in a groan; 
Then he rallied, and grasping my hand, sir, 
Held it just like a vise with his own. 
The day of the race was a grand one, 
But few knew the issue at stake; 
We'd tried hard to keep it a secret 
For the splendid old Marquis’s sake. 
As we cantered away past the stand, sir, 
To give the big swells all a view, 
Hardly one of ’em dreamt what ’twould mean, 
sir, 
If the Hillhoxton Chocolate and Blue 
Were beaten—none guessed that the girl there, 
With her beautiful face, worn and thin, 
Was murmuring a low prayer to Heaven 
That her young lover’s colors might win. 
“All ready?”—a beautiful start, sir; 
The line was as straight as could be; 
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“They’re off !” the shout rang for a moment 
Around us and then seemed to me 
As dying away in the distance, 
While we scudded along the course 
At a pace that was far too killing 
To last; so I kept my horse 
Well back in the rear to the Corner, 
Then I let the reins loose on her mane. 
She passed through them all but just one, sir, 
Lord Rattlington’s colt, Sugar Cane. 
Then I saw there would be a struggle: 
I had known it for months long back, 
That all as I need be afraid of 
Was the old Baron’s fast-flying crack. 
*T was a terrible moment for me, sir: 
The colt was three good lengths ahead, 
I whispered a word to the mare, sir ;. 
*T was enough—she knew what I said. 
Sweeping on down the hill like a rocket, 
She got to the girths of the colt; 
My heart gave a great throb of pleasure; 
I made sure that he’d shot his bolt. 
But no! His jock hustled him up, sir, 
His whip swishes fell like rain; 
And the cry ran like fire up the course, sir, 
“Tt’s thousands on Sugar Cane.” 
The stand was reached, Sugar Cane leading, 
Two seconds, and all would be o’er. 
“Lord Rattlington wins!” No, not yet, though 
We’re-neck, sir, to neck—two strides more. 
I saw in the great sea of faces 
A girl’s, pale, white as the dead. 
I cried, “For her sake, Kissing Cup, now!” 
’T was over—we’d won by a head! 
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OVER THE CROSSIN’ 


“‘Shine?—shine, sor? Ye see I’m just a-dyin’ 
Ter turn yer two boots inter glass, 
Where ye’ll see all the sights in the winders 
*Ithout looking up as yer pass. 
Seen me before? Ive no doubt, sor; 
I’m punctooal haar, yer know, 
Waitin’ along the crossin’ 
Fur a little un, name o’ Joe; 
My brother, sor, an’ a cute un, 
Ba’ly turned seven, an’ small, 
But gettin’ his livin’ grad’ely 
Tendin’ a bit uv a stall 
Fur Millerkins, down the av’nue, 
Yer kin bet that young un’s smart— 
Worked right in like a vet’ran 
Since th’ old un gin ’im a start. 


“Folks say he’s a picter o’ father, 
Once mate o’ the Lucy Lee— 
Lost when Joe wor a baby, 
’Way off in some furrin sea. 
Then mother kep’ us together, 
Though nobody thought she would, 
An’ worked an’ slaved an’ froze an’ starved 
Uz long uz ever she could. 
An’ since she died an’ left us, 
A couple o’ year ago, 
We’ve kep’ right on in Cragg alley 
A-housekeepin’—I an’ Joe. 
Vd just got my kit when she went, sor, 
An’ people helped us a bit, 
So we managed to get on somehow; 
Joe was allus a brave little chit— 
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or 


““An’ since. he’s got into bisness, 
Though we don’t ape princes an’ sich, 
Tain’t of’n we git right hungry, 
An’ we feel pretty tol’able rich. 
I used to wait at the corner, 
Jest over th’ other side, 
But the notion o’ bein’ tended 
Sort o’ ruffled the youngster’s pride. 
So now I only watches 
To see that he’s safe across— 
Sometimes it’s a bit 0’ waitin’, 
But, bless yer, tain’t no loss! 
Look! there he is now, the rascal! 
Dodgin’ across the street 
Ter s’prise me—an—look! T’m goin’-— 
He’s down by the horses’ feet !” 


Suddenly all had happened— 
The look, the cry, the spring, 
The shielding Joe as a bird shields 
Its young with sheltering wing: 
Then up the full street of the city 
A pause of the coming rush, 
And through all the din and the tumult 
A painful minute of hush; 
A tumble of scattered brushes 
As they lifted him up to the walk, 
A gath’ring of curious faces, 
And snatches of whispered talk, 
Little Joe all trembling beside him 
On the flagging with gentle grace 
Pushing the tangled soft brown hair 
Away from the still white face; 
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At his touch the shut lids lifted, 
And swift over lip and eye 

Came a glow as when the morning 
Flushes the eastern sky; 

And a hand reached out to his BROS: 
As the- words came low but clear: 

“Joe, I reckon ye mind our mother— 
A minute back she wor here, 

Smilin’ and callin’ me to her! 
I tell ye, ’m powerful glad 

Yer such a brave, smart young un, 
The leavin’ yer ain’t so bad; 

Hold hard to the right things she learnt us, 
An’ allus keep honest and true; 

Good-by, Joe—but mind V’ll be watchin’ 
Just—over—the crossin’-—fur you!” 

—Anonymous 


THE PRIDE OF BATTERY B 
Frank H. Gassaway 


South Mountain towered upon our right; far off the 
river lay, 

And over on the wooded height we held their lines 
at bay. 

At last the muttering guns were still; the day died 
slow and wan; 

At last the gunners’ pipes did fill, the Sereeanies 
yarns eens: 

When, as the wind a moment blew aside the fragrant 
flood 

Our brierwoods raised, within our view a little maiden 
stood. 
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A tiny tot of six or seven, from fireside fresh she 


seemed. 
(Of such a little one in heaven one soldier often 
dreamed. ) 
And ys stared, her little hand went to her curly 
ead 


In grave salute. “And who are you?’ at length the 
sergeant said. 

“And where’s your home?” he growled again. She 
lisped out, ““Who is me? 

Why, don’t you know? I’m little Jane, the Pride 
of Battery B. 

My home? Why, that was burned away, and pa 
and ma are dead; 

And so I ride the guns all day along with Sergeant 
Ned. 

And I’ve a drum that’s not a toy, a cap with feathers, 
too; 

And I march beside the drummer boy on Sundays at 
review. 

But now our ’bacca’s all give out, the men can’t 
have their smoke, 

And so they’re cross—why, even Ned won’t play with 
me and joke. 

And the big colonel said to-day—I hate to hear him 
swear— 

He’d give a leg for a good pipe like the Yanks had 
over there. 

And so I thought when beat the drum, and the big 
guns were still, 

I’d creep beneath the tent and come out here across 
the hill 

And beg, good Mr. Yankee Man, you’d give me 
some ‘Lone Jack.’ 
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Please do: when we get some again, Ill surely bring 


it back. 

Indeed I will, for per ae he—if I do what I 
say, 

I’ll be a general yet, maybe, and ride a prancing 
bay.” 


We brimmed her tiny apron o’er; you should have 
heard her laugh 

As each man from his scanty store shook out a gen- 
erous half. 

To kiss the little mouth stooped down a score of 
grimy men, 

Until the sergeant’s husky voice said, “’Tention 
squad!” and then 

We gave her escort, till good-night the pretty waif 
we bid, 

And watched her toddle out of sight—or else ’twas 
tears that hid 

Her tiny form—nor turned about a man, nor spoke 
a word, 

Till after awhile a far, hoarse shout upon the wind 
we heard! 

We sent it back, then cast sad eyes upon the scene 
around ; 

A baby’s hand had touched the ties that brothers 
once had bound. 


That’s all—save when the dawn awoke again the 
work of hell, 

And through the sullen clouds of smoke the scream- 
ing missiles fell, 

Our general often rubbed his glass, and marveled 
much to see 

Not a single shell that whole day fell in the camp 
of Battery B. 


- 
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PATIENT MERCY JONES 


James T, Frenps 


Let us venerate the bones 
Of patient Mercy Jones, 
Who lies underneath those stones. 


This is her story as once told to me 

By him who still loved her, as all men might see, 
Darius, her husband, his age seventy years, 

A man of few words, but for her many tears. 


Darius and Mercy were born in Vermont; 

Both children were christened at baptismal font 
In the very same place, on the very same day 

(Not much acquainted just then, I dare say). 

The minister sprinkled the babies, and said, 

“Who knows but this couple some time may be wed, 
And I be the parson to join them together, 

For weal or for woe, through all sorts of weather!” - 


Well, they were married, and happier folk 

Never put both their heads in the same loving yoke. 

They were poor, they worked hard, but nothing could 
try 

The patience of Mercy, or cloud her bright eye. 

She was clothed with content as a beautiful robe; 

She had griefs—who has not on this changeable 
globe ?— 

But at such times she seemed like the sister of Job. 


She was patient with dogmas, where light never 
dawns, 
She was patient with people who trod on her lawns; 
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She was patient with folks who said blue skies were 
gray, 

And dentists and oxen that pulled the wrong way; 

She was patient with phrases no husband should 
utter, 

She was patient with cream that declined to be 
butter ; 

She was patient with Bhivers with nothing to pay, 

She was patient with talkers with nothing to say; 

She was patient with millers whose trade was to 
cozen, 

And grocers who counted out ten to the dozen; 

She was patient with bunglers and fault-finding 
churls, 

And tall, awkward lads who came scattins her girls; 

She was patient with crockery no art could mend, 

And chimneys that smoked every day the wrong end; 

She was patient with reapers who never would sow, 

And long-winded callers who never would go; 

She was patient with relatives, when, uninvited, 

They came and devoured, then complained they were 
slighted ; 

She was patient with crows that got into the corn, 

And other dark deeds out of wantonness born; 

She was patient with lightning that burned up the 
hay, 

She was patient with poultry unwilling to lay; 

She was patient with rogues who drank cider too 
strong, 

She was patient with sermons that lasted too long; 

She was patient with boots that tracked up her clean 
floors, 

She was patient with peddlers and other smooth 
bores; 
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She was patient with children who disobeyed rules, 
And, to crown all the rest, she was patient with fools. 


The neighboring husbands all envied the lot 

Of Darius, and wickedly got up a plot 

To bring o’er his sunshine an unpleasant spot. 

“You think your wife’s temper is proof against fate, 

But we know of something her smiles will abate. 

When she gets out of wood, and for more is inclined, 

Just send home the crookedest lot you can find; 

Let us pick it out, let us go and choose it, 

And we'll bet you a farm, when she comes for to 
use it, 

Her temper will crack like Nathan Dow’s cornet, 

And she’ll be as mad as an elderly hornet.” 


Darius was piqued, and he said, with a vum, 
“T’ll pay for the wood, if you’ll send it hum; 
But depend on it, neighbors, no danger will come.” 


Home came the gnarled roots, and a crookeder load 
Never entered the gate of a Christian abode. 

A ram’s horn was straighter than any stick in it; 
It seemed to be wriggling about every minute; 

It would not stand up, and it would not lie down; 
It twisted the vision of one-half the town. ° 

To look at such fuel was really a sin, 

For the chance was strabismus would surely set in. 


Darius said nothing to Mercy about it; 

It was crooked wood—even she could not doubt it; 

But never a harsh word escaped her sweet lips, 

Any more than if the old snags were smooth chips, 

She boiled with them, baked with them, washed with 
them, through 

The long winter months, and none ever knew 
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But the wood was as straight as Mehitable Drew, 

Who was straight as a die, or a gun, or an arrow, 

And who made it her business all male hearts to 
harrow. 


When the pile was burned up, and they needed more 
wood, 

“Sure, now,” mused Darius, “I shall catch it good; 

She has kept her remarks all condensed for the 
spring, 

And my ears, for the trick, now deserve sell to sting. 

She never did scold me, but now she will pout, 

And say with swch wood she is nearly worn out.” 


-But Mercy, unruffled, was calm, like the stream 
That reflects back at evening the sun’s perfect beam; 
And she looked at Darius, and lovingly smiled, 

As she made this request with a temper unriled, 
“We are wanting more fuel. I’m sorry to say; 

I burn a great deal too much wood every day; 

And I mean to use less than I have in the past; 

But get, if you can, dear, a load like the last; 

I never had any that I liked half so well— 

Do see who has nice crooked fuel to sell; 

There’s nothing that’s better than wood full of knots, 
It lays so complete round kettles and pots, 

And washing and cooking are really like play 

When the sticks nestle close in so charming a way.” 
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HOW HE SAVED ST. MICHAEL’S 
Mary A. P. Sranspury 


So you beg for a story, my darling, my brown-eyed 
Leopold, 

And you, Alice, with face like morning, and curling 
locks of gold; 

Then come, if you will, and listen—stand close be- 
side my knee— 

To a tale of the Southern city, proud Charleston by 
the sea. 


It was long ago, my children, ere ever the signal gun 

That blazed above Fort Sumter had wakened the 
North as one; 

Long ere the wondrous pillar of battle-cloud and fire 

Had marked where the unchained millions marched 
on to their hearts’ desire. 


On the roofs and the glittering turrets, that night, 
as the sun went down, 

The mellow glow of the twilight shone like a jeweled 
crown; 

And, bathed in the living glory, as the people lifted 
their eyes, 

They saw the pride of the city, the spire of St. 
Michael’s rise 


High over the lesser steeples, tipped with a golden 
ball, 

That hung like a radiant planet caught in its earth- 
ward fall, 
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First glimpse of home to the sailor who made the 
harbor round, 
And last slow-fading vision dear to the outward 


bound. 


The gently gathering shadows shut out the waning 
light ; 

The children prayed at their bedsides, as you will 
pray tonight ; 

The noise of buyer and seller from the busy mart 
was gone; 

And in dreams of a peaceful morrow the city slum- 
bered on. 


But another light than sunrise aroused the sleeping 
street ; 

For a cry was heard at midnight, and the rush of 
trampling feet ; 

Men stared in each other’s faces through mingled 
fire and smoke, 

While the frantic bells went clashing, clamorous 
stroke on stroke. 


By the glare of her blazing roof-tree the houseless 
mother fled, 

With the babe she pressed to her bosom shrieking in 
nameless dread, 

While the fire king’s wild battalions scaled wall and 
capstone high, 

And planted their flaring banners against an inky 
sky. 


From the death that raged behind them, and the 
crash of ruin loud, 

To the great square of the city, were driven the 
surging crowd; 
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Where yet, firm in all the tumult, unscathed by the 
fiery flood, 

With its heavenward-pointing finger the Church of 
St. Michael stood. 


But e’en as they gazed upon it there rose a sudden 
wail, 

A cry of horror blended with the roaring of the 
gale, 

On whose scorching wings up-driven, a single flam- 
ing brand 

Aloft on the towering steeple clung like a bloody 
hand, 


“Will it fade??? The whisper trembled from a thou- 
sand whitening lips ; 

Far out on the lurid harbor, they watched it from 
the ships, 

A baleful gleam that brighter and ever brighter 
shone, 

Like a flickering, trembling will-o’-wisp to a steady 
beacon grown. 


“Uncounted gold shall be given to the man whose 
brave right hand, 

For the love of the periled city, plucks down yon 
burning brand!” 

So cried the mayor of Charleston, that all the people 
heard; 

But they looked each one at his fellow; and no man 
spoke a word. 


Who is it leans from the belfry, with face upturned 
to the sky, 

Clings to a column, and measures the dizzy spire with 
his eye? 
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Will he dare it, the hero undaunted, that terrible 
sickening height? 

Or will the hot blood of his courage freeze in his 
veins at the sight? 


But see! he has stepped on the railing; he climbs 
with his feet and his hands; 

And firm on a narrow projection, with the belfry 
beneath him, he stands; 

Now once, and once only, they cheer him—a single 
tempestuous breath— 

And there falls on the multitude gazing a hush like 
the stillness of death. 


Slow, steadily mounting, unheeding aught save the 
goal of the fire, 

“Still higher and higher, an atom, he moves on the 
face of the spire. 

He stops! Will he fall? Lo! for answer, a gleam 
like a meteor’s track, © 

And, hurled on the stones of the pavement, the red 
brand lies shattered and black. 


Once more the shouts of the people have rent the 
quivering air: 

At the church-door mayor and council wait with their 
feet on the stair; 

And the eager throng behind them press for a touch 
of his hand— 

The unknown savior, whose daring could compass @ 
deed so grand. 


But why does a sudden tremor seize on them while 

; they gaze? 

And what meaneth that stifled murmur of wonder 
and amaze? 
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He stood in the gate of the temple he had periled his 
life to save; 

And the face of the hero, my children, was the sable 
face of a slave! 


With folded arms he was speaking, in tones that 
were clear, not loud, 

And his eyes, ablaze in their sockets, burnt into the 
eyes of the crowd: 

“You may keep your gold: I scorn it!—but answer 
me, ye who can, 

If the deed I have done before you be not the deed of 
a man?” 


He stepped but a short space backward; and from 
all the women and men 

There were only sobs for answer; and the mayor 
called for a pen, 

And the great seal of the city, that he might read 

' who ran: 

And the slave who saved St. Michael’s went out from 

its door, a man. 


KATE: SHELLY 
Evcenet J. Harr 


Have you heard how a girl saved the lightning ex- 
press— 
Of Kate Shelly, whose father was killed on the 
road? 
Were he living today, he’d be proud to possess 
Such a daughter as Kate. Ah! ’twas grit that she 
showed 
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On that terrible evening when Donahue’s train 
Jumped the bridge and went down, in the darkness 
and rain. 


She was only eighteen, but a woman in size, 
With a figure as graceful and lithe as a doe; 
With peach-blossom cheeks, and with violet eyes, 
And teeth and complexion lke new-fallen snow; 
With a nature unspoiled and unblemished by art, 
With a generous soul, and a warm, noble heart! 


*Tis evening—the darkness is dense and profound; 
Men linger at home by their bright blazing fires ; 

The wind wildly howls with a horrible sound, 

' And shrieks through the vibrating telegraph wires ; 

The fierce lightning flashes along the dark sky; 

The rain falls in torrents; the river rolls by. 


The scream of a whistle! the rush of a train! 
The sound of a bell! a mysterious light 
That flashes and flares through the fast falling rain! 
A rumble! a roar! shrieks of human affright! 
The falling of timbers! the space of a breath! 
A splash in the river! then darkness and death! 


Kate Shelly recoils at the terrible crash; 
The sounds of destruction she happens to hear; 
She springs to the window—she throws up the sash, 
And listens and looks with a feeling of fear. 
The tall tree-tops groan, and she hears the faint,cry 
Of a drowning man down in the river near by! 


Her heart feebly flutters, her features grow wan, 
And then through her soul in a moment there flies 

A forethought that gives her the strength of a man— 
She turns to her trembling old mother and cries, 
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“T must save the express— twill be here in an hour!” 
Then out through the door disappears im the shower. 


She flies down the track through the pitiless rain; 
She reaches the river—the water below 
Whirls and seethes through the timbers. She shud- 
ders again, 
“The bridge! To Moingona God help me to go!” 
Then closely about her she gathers her gown 
And cn the wet ties with a shiver sinks down. 


Then carefully over the timbers she creeps 
On her hands and her knees, almost holding her 
breath. 
The loud thunder peals and the wind wildly sweeps, 
And struggles to hurry her downward to death; 
But the thought of the train to destruction so near 
Removes from her soul every feeling of fear. 


With the blood dripping down from each torn, bleed- 
ing limb, 
Slowly over the timbers her dark way she feels; 
Her fingers grow numb and her head seems to swim; 
Her strength is fast failing—she staggers! she 
reels! 
She falls— Ah! the danger is over at last, 
Her feet touch the earth, and the long bridge is past! 


In an instant new life seems to come to her form; 
She springs to her feet and forgets her despair. 
On, on to Moingona! She faces the storm, 
She reaches the station—the keeper is there. 
“Save the lightning express! No—hang out the red 
light! 
There’s death on the bridge at the river to-night!” 
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Out flashes the signal light, rosy and red; 
Then sounds the loud roar of the swift coming 
train, 
The hissing of steam, and there, brightly ahead, 
The gleam of a headlight illumines the rain. 
“Down brakes!’ shrieks the whistle, defiant and 
shrill; 
She heeds the red signal—she slackens, she’s still! 


Ah! noble Kate Shelly, your mission is done; 
Your deed that dark night will not fade from our 
gaze; 
An endless renown you have worthily won: 
Let the nation be just, and accord you its praise. 
Let your name, let your fame and your courage 
declare 
What a woman can do, and a woman can dare | 


WHISPERIN’ BILL 
Irvine BacHELLER 


So you’re takin’ the census, mister? There’s three of 
us livin’ still, 

My wife, and I, an’ our only son, that folks call 
Whisperin’ Bill; 

But Bill couldn’t tell ye his name, sir, an’ so it’s 
hardly worth givin’, 

For you see a bullet killed his mind an’ left his body 


livin’. 


Set down for a minute, mister. You see Bill was Soe 
fifteen 

At the time of the war, an’ as likely a boy as ever 
this world has seen; 
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An’ what with the news on battles lost, the speeches 
an’ all the noise, 

I guess every farm in the neighborhood lost a part 
of it’s crop o’ boys. 


’T was harvest time when Bill left home; every stalk 
in the fields of rye 

Seemed to stand tiptoe to see him off an’ wave him 
a fond good-bye; 

His sweetheart was here with some other girls— 
the sassy little miss! 

An’ pretendin’ she wanted to whisper’n his ear, she 
gave him a rousin’ kiss. 


Oh, he was a han’some feller, an’ tender an’ brave 
an’ smart, 

An’ tho’ he was bigger than I was, the boy had a 
woman’s heart. 

I couldn’t control my feelin’s, but I tried with all my 
might, 

An’ his mother an’ me stood a-cryin’ till Bill was 
out o’ sight. 


His mother she often told him when she knew he 
was goin’ away 

That God would take care o’ him maybe, if he didn’t 
fergit to pray; 

An’ on the bloodiest battlefields, when bullets whizzed 
in the air, 

An’ Bill was a-fightin’ desperate, he used to whisper 
a prayer. 


Oh, his comrades has often told me that Bill never 
flinched a bit, 
When every second a gap in the ranks told where a 


ball had hit. 
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An’ one night when the field was covered with the 
awful harvest of war, 

They found my boy ’mongst the martyrs o’ the cause 
he was fightin’ for. 


His fingers were clutched in the dewy grass—oh, no 
sir, he wasn’t dead— 

But he lay sort o’ helpless an’ crazy with a rifle ball 
in his head, 

An’ if Bill had really died that night, I’d give all 
I’ve got worth givin’; 

For you see the bullet had killed his mind an’ left 
his body livin’. 


An officer wrote and told us how the boy had been 
hurt in the fight, 

But he said that the doctors reckoned they could 
bring him around all right. 

An’ then we heard from a neighbor, disabled at Mal- 
vern Hill, 

That he thought in a course of a week or so he’d be 
comin’? home with Bill. 


We was that anxious t’ see him that we’d set up an’ 
talk o’ nights 

Till the break o’ day had dimmed the stars an’ put 
out the northern lights ; 

We waited and watched for a month or more, an’ 
the summer was nearly past, 

When a letter came one day that said they’d started 
for home at last. 


V’ll never fergit the day Bill came,—twas harvest 
time again; 

An’ the air blown over the yellow fields was Sweet 
with the scent 0’ the grain; 
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The dooryard was full o’ the neighbors, who had 
come to share our joy, 

An’ all of us sent up a mighty cheer at the sight 0’ 
that soldier boy. 


An’ all of a sudden somebody said: “My God! Don’t 
the boy know his mother?” 

An’ Bill stood a-whisperin’, fearful like, an’ starin’ 
from one to another; 

“Don’t be afraid Bill,’ said he to himself, as he 
stood in his coat o’ blue, 

“Why, God’ll take care 0’ you, Bill; God’ll take care 
0” you.” 


He seemed to be loadin’ an’ firin’ a gun, an’ to act 
like a man who hears 

The awful roar o’ the battlefield a-soundin’ in his 
ears; 

I saw that the bullet had touched his brain an’ some- 
how made it blind, 

With the picture o’ war before his eyes an’ the fear 
o’ death in his mind. 


I grasped his hand, an’ says I to Bill, “Don’t ye re- 
member me? 

I’m yer father—don’t ye know me? How frightened 
ye seem to be!” 

But the boy kep’ a whisperin’ to himself, as if ’twas 
all he knew, 

“God’ll take care o’ you, Bill; God’ll take care 0’ 
you.” 


He’s never known us since that day, nor his sweet- 
heart, an’ never will; 
Father an’ mother an’ sweetheart are all the same 


to Bill. 
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An’ many’s the time his mother sets up the whole 
night through, 

An’ smooths his head, and says, “Yes, Bill, God’ll 
take care o’ you.” 


Unfortunit? Yes, but we can’t complain. It’s a 
livin’? death more sad 

When the body clings to a life 0’ shame an’ the soul 
has gone to the bad; 

An’ Bill is out o’ the reach o’? harm an’ danger of 
every kind; 

We only take care of his body, but God takes care 
o’ his mind. 


THE FIREMAN’S STORY 


“<A frightful face’? Wal, yes, yer correct; 
That man on the enjine thar 

Don’t pack the han’somest countenance— 
Every inch of it sportin’ a scar; 

But I tell you, pard, thar ain’t money enough 
Piled up in the National Banks 

To buy that face, nor a single scar. 
(No, I never indulges. Thanks.) 


“Yes, Jim is an old-time engineer, 
An’ a better one never war knowed! 
Bin a runnin’ yar since the fust machine 
War put on the Quincy Road; 

An’ thar ain’t a galoot that pulls a plug 
From Maine to the jumpin’ off place 
That knows more about the big iron hoss 
Than him with the battered-up face. 
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“Got hurt in a smash-up’? No, ’twar done 
In a sort o’ legitimate way; 

He got it a-trying to save a gal 
Up yar on the road last May. 

I heven’t much time for to spin you the yarn, 
For we pull out at two-twenty-five— 

Just wait till I climb up an’ toss in some coal, 
So’s to keep old ‘90’ alive. 


“Jim war pullin’ the Burlin’ton passenger then, 
Left Quincy a half an hour late, 

Av’ war skimmin’ along purty lively, so’s not 
To lay out No. 21 freight. 

The ‘90’ war more than hoopin’ ’em up 
An’ a-quiverin’ in every nerve! 

When all to once Jim yelled ‘Merciful God!’ 


As she shoved her sharp nose ’round a curve. 


“T jumped to his side 0’ the cab, an’ ahead 
’Bout two hundred paces or so 

Stood a gal on the track, her hands raised aloft, 
An’ her face jist as white as the snow; 

It seems she war so paralyzed with the fright 
That she couldn’t move for’ard or back, 

An’ when Jim pulled the whistle she fainted an’ fell 
Right down in a heap on the track! 


“T’ll never forgit till the day o’ my death 
The look that cum over Jim’s face; 

He throw’d that old lever cl’ar back like a shot 
So’s to slacken the ‘90’s’ wild pace, 

Then let on the air brakes as quick as a flash, 
An’ out through the window he fled, 

An’ skinned ’long the runnin’ board cl’ar in front, 
An’ lay on the pilot ahead. 


146, POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


“Then just as we reached whar the poor creetur lay, 
He grabbed a tight hold of her arm, 

An’ raised her right up so’s to throw her one side 
Out o’ reach of danger an’ harm. 

But somehow he slipped an’ fell with his head 
On the rail as he throw’d the young lass, 

An’ the pilot in strikin’ him, ground up his face 
In a frightful and horrible mass! 


“As soon as we stopped I backed up the train 
To that spot where the poor fellow lay, 
An’ there sot the gal with his head in her lap 
An’ wipin’ the warm blood away. 
The tears rolled in torrents right down from her eyes, 
While she sobbed like her heart war all broke— 
I tell you, my friend, such a sight as that ar’ 
Would move the tough heart of an oak! 


“We put Jim aboard an’ run back to town, 
Whar for week arter week the boy lay 

A-hoverin’ right in the shadder o’ death, 
An’ that gal by his bed every day. 

But nursin’ an’ doctorin’ brought him around— 
Kinder snatched him right outer the grave— 
His face ain’t so han’some as ’twar, but his heart 

Remains just as noble an’ brave. 


“Of course thar’s a sequel—as story books say— 
He fell dead in love, did this Jim; 

But hadn’t the heart to ax her to have 
Sich a batter’d-up rooster as him. 

~She know’d how he felt, and last New Year’s day 
War the fust o’ leap year as you know, 

So she jist cornered Jim an’ proposed on the le 
An’ you bet he didn’t say no. 
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“He’s building a house up thar on the hill, 
An’ has laid up a snug pile o’ cash, 

The weddin’s to be on the first 0’ next May 
Jist a year from the day o’ the smash— 

The gal says he risked his dear life to save hers, 
An’ she’]l just turn the tables about, 

An’ give him the life that he saved—thar’s the bell. 
Good day, sir, we’re goin’ to pull out.” 

—Anonymous. 


KEN DUCKY BELLE 
ConsTANCE FENIMORE WooLson 


Summer of ’sixty-three, sir, and Conrad was gone 
away— 


Gone to the county-town, sir, to sell our first load 
of hay— 

We lived in the log house yonder, poor as ever you’ve 
seen 5 


Roéschen there was a baby, and I was only nineteen. 


Conrad, he took the oxen, but he left Kentucky Belle; 
How much we thought of Kentuck, I couldn’t begin 


to tell; 

Came from the Blue-Grass country—my father gave 
her to me 

When I rode North with Conrad, away from the 
Tennessee, 


Conrad lived in Ohio—a German he is, you know— 
The house stood in broad corn-fields, stretching on, 
. row after row. 
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The old folks made me welcome; they were kind as 
kind could be; 
But I kept longing, longing, for the hills of Ten- 


nessee, 


O for a sight of water, the shadowed slope of a hill! 
Clouds that hang on the summit, a wind that never 


is still! 

But the level hand went stretching away to meet 
the sky— 

Never a rise, from north to south, to rest the weary 
eye! 


From east to west, no river to shine out under the 
moon, 

Nothing to make a shadow in the yellow afternoon; 

Only the breathless sunshine, as I looked out, all 
forlorn; 


Only the “rustle, rustle,” as I walked among the 
corn. 


When I fell sick with pining, we didn’t wait any more, 

But moved away from the corn lands out to this river 
shore— 

The Tuscarawas it’s called, sir—off there’s a hill, 
you see— 

And now I’ve grown to like it next best to the Ten- 
nessee, 


J was at work that morning. Some one came riding 


like mad 


Over the bridge and up the Todds anaes Rouf’s 
little lad, 
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Bareback he rode; he had no hat; he hardly stopped 
to say, - 

“Morgan’s men are coming, Frau; they’re galloping 
on this way. 


“T’m sent to warn the neighbors. He isn’t a mile 
behind; 

He sweeps up all the horses—every horse that he 
can find. 

Morgan, Morgan the raider, and Morgan’s terrible 
men, 

With bowie-knives and pistols, are galloping up the 
glen!” 


The lad rode down the valley, and I stood still at 
the door; 

The baby laughed and prattled, playing with spools 
on the floor; 

Kentuck was out in the pasture; Conrad, my man, 
was gone. 

Near, nearer Morgan’s men were galloping, gallop- 
ing on! 


Sudden I picked up baby, and ran to the pasture bar. 
“Kentuck!” I called—‘Kentucky!” She knew me 


ever so far! 

I led her down the gully that turns off there to the 
right, 

And tied her to the bushes; her head was just out of 
sight. 


As I ran back to the log house, at once there came 


a sound— 
The ring of hoofs, galloping hoofs, trembling over 
the ground, 
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Coming into the turnpike out from the White 
Woman Glen, 

Morgan, Morgan the raider, and Morgan’s terrible 
men. 


As near they drew and nearer, my heart beat fast 
in alarm; 

But still I stood in the doorway, with baby on my 
arm. 

They came; they passed; with spur and whip in 
haste they sped along— 

Morgan, Morgan, the raider, and his band six hun- 
dred strong. 


Weary they looked and jaded, riding through night 
and through day; 

Pushing on east to the river, many long miles away, 

To the borderstrip where Virginia runs up into the 
West, 

And ford the upper Ohio before they could stop 
to rest. 


On like the wind they hurried, and Morgan rode in 
advance; 

Bright were his eyes like live coals, as he gave me 
a sideways glance; 

And I was just breathing freely, after my choking 
pain, 

When the last one of the troopers suddenly drew his 
rein. 


Frightened I was to death, sir; I scarce dared look 
in his face, 

As he asked for a drink of water, and glanced around 
the place. 
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I gave him a cup, and he smiled—’twas only a boy, 
you see; 

Faint and worn, with dim blue eyes; and he’d sailed 
on the Tennessee. 


Only sixteen he was, sir—a fond mother’s only son— 

Off and away with Morgan before his life had begun! 

The damp drops stood on his temples; drawn was 
the boyish mouth; 

And I thought me of the mother waiting down in the 
South! 


O pluck was he to the backbone, and clear grit 
through and through! 

Boasted and bragged like a trooper; but the big 
words wouldn’t do: 

The boy was dying, sir, dying, as plain as plain 
could be, 

Worn out by his ride with Morgan up from the 
Tennessee. 


But when I told the laddie that I too was from the 
South, 

Water came in his dim eyes, and quivers around his 

; mouth. 

“Do you know the Blue-Grass country?” he wistful 
began to say; 

Then swayed like a willow sapling, and fainted dead 
away. 


I had him into the log house, and worked and brought 
him to; 

I fed him, and coaxed him, as I thought his mother’d 
do; 
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And when the lad got better, and the noise in his 
head was gone, 

Morgan’s men were miles away, galloping, gallop- 
ing on. 


“QO I must go,” he muttered; “I must be up and 
away ! 

Morgan—Morgan is waiting for me! O, what will 
Morgan say?” 

But I heard a sound of tramping, and kept him back 
from the door— 

The ringing sound of horses’ hoofs that I had heard 

- before. 


And on, on, came the soldiers—the Michigan cav- 
alry— 

And fast they rode, and black they looked, galloping 
rapidly ; 

They had followed hard on Morgan’s track; they 
had followed day and night; 

But of Morgan and Morgan’s raiders they had never 
caught a sight. 


And rich Ohio sat startled through all those sum- 
mer days; 

For strange, wild men were galloping over her broad 
highways ; 

Now here, now there, now seen, now gone, now north, 
now east, now west, 

Through river valleys and corn-land farms, sweeping 
away her best. 


A bold ride and a long ride! But they were taken at 
last. 

They almost reached the river by galloping hard 
and fast; 
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But the boys in blue were upon them ere ever they 
gained the ford, 

And Morgan, Morgan the raider, laid down his ter- 
rible sword. 


Well, I kept the boy till evening—kept him against 


his will— 

But he was too weak to follow, and sat there pale 
and still. 

When it was cool and dusky—you’ll wonder to hear 
me tell— 


But I stole down to that gully, and brought up 
Kentucky Belle. 


I kissed the star on her forehead—my pretty, gentle 
lass— 

But I knew that she’d be happy back in the old Blue- 
Grass. 

A suit of clothes of Conrad’s, with all the money I 
had, 

And Kentuck, pretty Kentuck, I gave to the worn- 
out lad. 


I guided him to the southward as well as I knew how; 

The boy rode off with many thanks, and many a 
backward bow; 

And then the glow it faded, and my heart began to 
swell, 

As down the glen away she went, my lost Kentucky 
Belle! 


When Conrad came in the evening, the moon was 
shining high; 

Baby and I were both crying—I couldn’t tell him 
why— 
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But a battered suit of rebel gray was hanging on 
the wall, 

And a thin old horse with drooping head stood in 
Kentucky’s stall. 


Well, he was kind, and never once said a hard word 
to me; 

He knew I couldn’t help it—twas all for the Ten- 

nessee. 

But, after the war was over, just think what came 
to pass— 

A letter, sir; and the two were safe back in the old 
Blue-Grass. 


The lad had got across the border, riding Kentucky 
Belle ; 

And Kentuck she was thriving and fat and hearty 
and well; 

He cared for her, and kept her, nor touched her with 
whip or spur. 

Ah, we’ve had many horses, but never a horse like 
her! 


BETTY AND THE BEAR 


In a pioneer’s cabin out West, so they say, 

A great big black grizzly trotted one day, 

And seated himself on the hearth, and began 

To lap the contents of a two-gallon pan 

-Of milk and potatoes—an excellent meal— 

And then looked about to see what he could steal. 
The lord of the mansion awoke from his sleep, 

And, hearing a racket, he ventured to peep 
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Just out in the kitchen, to see what was there, 
And was scared to behold a great grizzly bear. 


So he screamed in alarm to his slumbering frau, 

“Thar’s a b’ar in the kitchen as big’s a cow!” 

“A what?” “Why, a b’ar!” ‘Well, murder him, 
then !” 

“Yes, Betty, I will, if you’ll first venture in.” 

So Betty leaped up, and the poker she seized, 

While her man shut the door, and against it he 
squeezed. 

As Betty then laid on the grizzly her blows, 

Now on his forehead, and now on his nose, 

Her man through the keyhole kept shouting within, 

“Well done, my brave Betty, now hit him ag’in, 

Now a rap on the ribs, now a knock on the snout, 

Now poke with the poker, and poke his eyes out.” 

So, with rapping and poking, poor Betty alone 

At last laid Sir Bruin as dead as a stone. 


Now when the old man saw the bear was no more, 
He ventured to poke his nose out of the door, 

And there was the grizzly stretched on the floor. 
Then off to the neighbors he hastened, to tell 

All the wonderful things that that morning befell; 
And he published the marvellous story afar, 

How ‘“‘me and my Betty jist slaughtered a b’ar! 

O yes, come and see, all the neighbors hev seed it, 
Come and see what we did, me and Betty, we did it.” 


—Anonymous 
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ASLEEP AT THE SWITCH 


Grorce Hory 


The first thing that I remember was Carlo, tugging 
away 

With the sleeve of my coat fast in his teeth, pulling 
as much as to say, 

“Come, master, awake, attend to the switch, lives now 
depend upon you, 

Think of the souls in the coming train, and the graves 
you are sending them to. 

Think of the mother and the babe at her breast, 
think of the father and son, . 

Think of the lover and loved one too, think of them 
doomed every one 

To fall (as it were by your very hand) into yon 
fathomless ditch, 

Murdered by one who should guard them from harm, 
who now lies asleep at the switch.” 


I sprang up amazed—scarce knew where I stood, 
sleep had o’ermastered me so; 

I could hear the wind hollowly howling, and the deep 
river dashing below, 

I could hear the forest leaves rustling, as the trees 
by the tempest were fanned. 

But what was that noise in the distance? That, I 

‘ could not understand. 

I heard it at first indistinctly, like the rolling of 
some muffled drum, 

Then nearer and nearer it came to me, till it made 
my very ears hum; 


7 = 


fie 
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What is this light that surrounds me and seems to 
set fire to my brain? 

What whistle’s that, yelling so shrill? Ah! I know 
now; it’s the train. 


We often stand facing some danger, and seem cS 
take root to the place; 

So I stood—with this demon before me, its heated e 
breath scorching my face; 

Its headlight made day of ‘the davkaesd) and glared 
like the eyes of some witch; 

The train was almost upon me before I remembered 
the switch. 

I sprang to it, seizing it wildly, the train dashing 
fast down the track; 

The switch resisted my Sorts some devil seemed 
holding it back; 

On, on came the fiery-eyed monster, and shot by my 
face like a flash; 

I swooned to the earth the next moment, and knew 
nothing after the crash. 


How long I lay there unconscious, ’twas impossible 
for me to tell; 

My stupor was almost a heaven, my waking almost 
a hell, 

~ For I then heard the piteous moaning and shrieking 
of husbands and wives, 

And I thought of the day we all shrink from, when 
I must account for their lives; 

Mothers rushed by me like maniacs, their eyes glar- 
ing madly and wild 

Fathers, losing their courage, gave way to their 
grief like a child; 
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Children searching for parents, I noticed, as by me 
they sped, 

And lips that could form naught but “Mamma,” were 
calling for one perhaps dead. 


My mind was made up in a moment, the river should 
hide me away, 

When, under the still burning rafters I suddenly no- 
ticed there lay 

A little white hand: she who owned it was doubtless 
an object of love 

To one whom her loss would drive frantic, tho’ she 
guarded him now from above ; 

I tenderly lifted the rafters and quietly laid them 
one side; 

How little she thought of her journey when she left 
for this dark fatal ride! 

I lifted the last log from off her, and while searching 
for some spark of life, 

Turned her little face up in the starlight, and recog- 
nized—Maggie, my wife! 


O Lord! thy scourge is a hard one, at a blow thou 
hast shattered my pride; 

My life will be one endless nightmare, with Maggie 
away from my side. 

How often I’d sat down and pictured the scenes in 
our long, happy life; 

How I’d strive through all my lifetime, to build up 

a home for my wife; 

How people would envy us always in our cozy and 
neat little nest; 

How I should do all of the labor, and Maggie should 
all the day rest, 
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How one of God’s blessings might cheer us, how some 
day I p’raps should be rich; 

But all of my dreams have been shattered, while I 
lay there asleep at the switch! 


I fancied I stood on my trial, the jury and judge I 
could see; 

And every eye in the court room was steadily fixed 
upon me; 

And fingers were pointed in scorn, till I felt my face 
blushing blood-red, 

And the next thing I heard were the words, “Hanged 
by the neck until dead.” 

Then I felt myself pulled once again, and my hand 
caught tight hold of a dress, 

And I heard, “‘What’s the matter, dear Jim? You’ve 
had a bad nightmare, I guess!” 

And there stood Maggie, my wife, with never a scar 
from the ditch. 

I’d been taking a nap in my bed, and had not been 
asleep at the switch, 


TROUBLE IN THE AMEN CORNER 
‘Cy HArBaAuer 


’Twas a stylish congregation, that of Theophrastus 
Brown, 

And its organ was the finest and the biggest in the 
town, 

And the chorus—all the papers favorably com- 
mented on it— 

For ’twas said each female member had a forty- 


dollar bonnet. 
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Now in the amen corner of the church sat Brother 
Eyer, 

Who persisted every Sabbath day in singing with 
the choir; 

He was poor, but genteel-looking, and his heart as 
snow was white, 

And his old face beamed with sweetness when he sang 
with all his might. 


His voice was cracked and broken; age had touched 
his vocal chords, 

And nearly every Sunday he would mispronounce the 
words 

Of the hymns, and ’twas no wonder, he was old and 
nearly blind, 

And the choir rattling onward always left him far 
behind. 


The chorus stormed and blustered, Brother Eyer 
sang too slow, 

And then he used the tunes in vogue a hundred years 
ago ; 

At last the storm cloud burst, and the church was 
told, in fine, 

That the brother must stop singing, or the eho 
would resign. 


Then the pastor called together in the lecture room 
one day 

Seven influential members who subscribe more than 
they pay, 

And having asked God’s guidance in a printed prayer 
or two 

They put their heads together to determine what 
to do. 
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They debated, thought, suggested, till at last “dear 
Brother York,” 

Who last winter made a million on a sudden rise in 

pork, 

Rose and moved that a committee wait at once on 
Brother Eyer, 

And proceed to rake him lively “for disturbin’ of 
the choir.” 


Said he, “In that ’ere organ I’ve invested quite a 
pile, 

And we'll sell it if we cannot worship in the latest 
style; 

Our Philadelphy tenor tells me ’tis the hardest thing 

Fer to make God understand him when the brother 
tries to sing. 


“We've got the biggest organ, the best-dressed choir 


in town, 

We pay the steepest sal’ry to our pastor, Brother 
Brown; 

But if we must humor ignorance because it’s blind 
and old— 

If the choir’s to be pestered, I will seek another 
fold.” 

Of course the motion carried, and one day a coach 
and four, 

With the latest style of driver, rattled up to Eyer’s 
door; 


And the sleek, well-dressed committee, Brothers 
Sharkey, York, and Lamb, 

As they crossed the humble portal took good care to 
miss the jamb. 
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They found the choir’s great trouble sitting in his 
old arm chair, 

And the summer’s golden sunbeams lay upon his thin 
white hair; 

He was singing “Rock of Ages” in a voice both 
cracked and low, 

But the angels understood him, ’twas all he cared 
to know. 


Said York, “We’re here, dear brother, with the ves- 
try’s approbation 

To discuss a little matter that affects the congrega- 
tion”’ ; 

“And the choir, too,” said Sharkey, giving Brother 
York a nudge, 

“And the choir, too!” he echoed with the graveness 
of a judge. 


“It was the understanding when we bargained for 
the chorus 

That it was to relieve us, that is, do the singing for 
us; 

If we rupture the agreement, it is very plain, dear 
brother, 

It will leave our congregation and be gobbled by an- 
other. 


“We don’t want any singing except that what we’ve 
bought ! 

The latest tunes are all the rage; the old ones stand 
for naught; 

And so we have decided—are you listening, Brother 
Eyer ?— 

That you'll have to stop your singin’ for it flurry- 
tates the choir.” 
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The old man slowly raised his head, a sign that he 
did hear, 

And on his cheek the trio caught the glitter of a 
tear; - 

His feeble hands pushed back the locks white as the 
silky snow, 

As he answered the committee in a voice both sweet 
and low; 


“T’ve sung the psalms of David for nearly eighty 
years, 

They’ve been my staff and comfort and calmed life’s 
many fears; 

I’m sorry I disturb the choir, perhaps I’m doing 
wrong ; 

But when my heart is filled with praise, I can’t keep 
back a song. 


“T wonder if beyond the tide that’s breaking at my 
feet, 

In the far-off heavenly temple, where the Master I 
shall greet— 

Yes, I wonder when I try to sing the songs of God 
up higher 

If the angel band will church me for disturbing 
heaven’s choir.” 


A silence filled the little room; the old man bowed 
his head; 

The carriage rattled on again, but Brother Eyer was 
dead! 

Yes, dead! his hand had raised the veil the future 
hangs before us, 

And the Master dear had called him to the everlast- 
ing chorus. 
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The choir missed him for a while, but he was soon 
forgot, 

A few church-goers watched the door; the old man 
entered not. 

Far away, his voice no longer cracked, he sings his 
heart’s desires, 

Where there are no church committees and no fash- 
ionable choirs! 


I WANT TO GO TO MORROW 


I started on a journey just about a week ago 
For the little town of Morrow, in the State of Ohio. 
I never was a traveler, and really didn’t know 
That Morrow had been ridiculed a century or so. 
I went down to the depot for my ticket and applied 
For tips regarding Morrow, interviewed the station 


guide, 

Said I, “My friend, I want to go to Morrow and 
return 

Not later than to-morrow, for I haven’t time to 
burn.” 


Said he to me, “Now let me see if I have heard you 
right, 

You want to go to Morrow and come back to-morrow 
night. 

You should have gone to Morrow yesterday and back 

' to-day, 

For if you started yesterday to Morrow, don’t you 
see, 

You should have got to Morrow and returned to-day 
at three. 
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The train that started yesterday, now understand 
me right, 

To-day it gets to Morrow and returns to-morrow 
night.” 


Said I, “My boy, it seems to me you’re talking 
through your hat, 

Is there a town named Morrow on your line? Now 
tell me that.” 

“There is,” said he, “and take from me a quiet little 
tip— 

To go from here to Morrow is a fourteen-hour 
trip. 

The train that goes to Morrow leaves to-day, eight- 
thirty-five ; 

Half after ten to-morrow is the time it should ar- 
rive. 

Now, if from here to Morrow is a fourteen-hour 
ride 

Can you go to-day to Morrow and come back to- 
day?” he cried. 


Said I, “I want to go to Morrow; can I go to-day, 

And get to Morrow by to-night, if there is no delay?” 

“Well, well,” said he, ‘explain to me and I’ve no 
more to say; ; 

Can you go anywhere to-morrow and come back from 
there to-day? 

For if to-day you’d get to Morrow, surely you'll 


agree 
You should have started not to-day, but yesterday, 
you see. 
So if you start to Morrow, leaving here to- day, 
you’re flat, 


You won’t get into Morrow till the day that follows 
that. 
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“Now if you start to Morrow, you will surely land 

To-morrow into Morrow, not to-day you understand, 

For the train to-day to Morrow, if the schedule is 
right 

Will get you into Morrow by about to-morrow 
night.” 

Said I, “I guess you know it all, but kindly let me say, 

How can I go to Morrow if I leave the town to-day?” 

Said he, “You cannot go to Morrow any more to-day, 

For the train that goes to Morrow is a mile upon 
its way.” 


FINALE 


I was so disappointed, I was mad enough to swear; 
The train had gone to Morrow and had left me 
standing there. 
The man was right in telling me I was a howling jay; 
I didn’t go to Morrow, so I guess I'll go to-day. 
—Anonymous 


KANKAKEE OR KOKOMO 


He stood in the station, she at his side 

(She is a fair, young, blushing bride). 

On their honeymoon they’re starting now; 
It always follows the marriage vow. 

He looks at the flaring railroad maps, 

At the train of cars and his baggage traps, 
And whispered, “Pettie, how shall we go— 
By the Kankakee or the Kokomo? 


“These railroad maps confuse the eye, 
There’s the C.B.Q. and the R.N.Y. 
And this one says your life’s at stake 


On any road but the Sky Blue Lake. 
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Have sleepers on the entire way; 

But I’ve heard these trains are much more slow 
Than the Kankakee or the Kokomo.” 


She murmured, “Sweetie, I’ve heard pa say 
What a fine old road is the P.G.K.; 

But mamma seemed to disagree, 

And prefers the X.S.H.O.P. 

This chart says, dearie, the views are fine 
On the Texas-Cowboy-Mustang line; 

But, still, perhaps we’d better go 

On the Kankakee or the Kokomo.” 


A conductor chanced to pass them by 
And the bridegroom caught his gentle eye; 
He said, “O man, with the cap of blue, 
Inform me quick, inform me true, 

Which road is best for a blushing, pure, 
Young, timid bride on her wedding tour? 
And tell us quickly what you know 

Of the Kankakee or the Kokomo?” 


The conductor’s eyes gave a savage gleam; 
These words rolled out in a limpid stream, 
“There’s the A.B.J.D.V.R.Z. 

Connects with the Flip-Flap-Biff-Bang-B, 

You can change on the Leg-off-Sueville Grand, 
And go through on the Pancake-Ace-Full Hand. 
That road you named is blocked by snow, 

The Kankakee and the Kokomo. 


“The Pennsylvania, Pittsburgh Through, 
Connects with the Oshkosh Kalamazoo, 
With a smoking car all the afternoon; 
Just the thing for a honeymoon; 
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And the Central-Scalp-Tooth-Bungville-Switch 
Goes through a vine-land country rich. 

Of the road you named I nothing know, 

The Kankakee and the Kokomo.” 


The bride said, “Honey, ’tis best, by far, 
Like the dollar, we return to pa 

(That’s a pun I heard while on a train 

On the U.R.N.G. Jersey main).” 

The conductor smiled; his eyeteeth showed; 
He had spoiled the trade on a rival road. 
He knew in his heart there was no snow 

On the Kankakee or the Kokomo. 


And the bride and groom returned to pa, 

Who heard it all and then said, “Pshaw! 

If you found you couldn’t go that way, 

Why didn’t you go on the Cross-Eyed Bay?” 
The bridegroom gave a howl of pain; 

The railroad names had turned his brain. 

He raves, insane, forevermore; 

In a mad house, chained unto the floor, 

He gibbers, “Tootsie, shall we go 

By the Kankakee or the Kokomo?” 


—Anonymous 


JIM BLUDSO, 
OF THE PRAIRIE BELLE 


JoHn Hay 


Wall, no! I can’t tell whar he lives, 
Becase he don’t live, you see; 
Leastways, he’s got out of the habit 

Of livin’ like you and me. 
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Whar have you been for the last three year 
That you haven’t heard folks tell 

How Jimmy Bludso passed in his checks 
The night of the Prairie Belle? 


He weren’t no saint—them engineers 
Is all pretty much alike— 
One wife in Natchez-under-the-Hill 
And another one here, in Pike; 
A keerless man in his talk was Jim, 
And an awkward hand in a row, 
But he never flunked, and he never lied— 
I reckon he never knowed how. 


And this was all the religion, he had, 
To treat his engine well; 

Never be passed on the river; 
To mind the pilot’s bell; 

And if ever the Prairie Belle took fire, 
A thousand times he swore, 

He’d hold her nozzle ag’in’ the bank 
Till the last soul got ashore. 


All boats has their day on the Mississip, 
And her day come at last. 

The Movastar was a better boat, 
But the Belle she wouldn’t be passed. 

And so she come tearin’ along that night— 
The oldest craft on the lme— 

With a nigger squat on her safety-valve, 
And her furnace crammed, rosin and pine. 


The fire bust out as she cl’ared the bar, 
And burnt a hole in the might, 

And quick as a flash she turned, and made 
For that willer-bank on the right. 
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-There was runnin’ and cursin’, but Jim yelled out, 
Over all the infernal roar, 
“T’ll hold her nozzle ag’in’ the bank 
Till the last galoot’s ashore.” 


Through the hot, black breath of the burnin’ boat 
Jim Bludso’s voice was heard, 
And they all had trust in his cussedness, 
And knowed he would keep his word. - 
And, sure’s you’re born, they all got off 
Afore the smokestacks fell, 
And Bludso’s ghost went up alone 
In the smoke of the Prairie Belle. 


He weren’t no saint, but at jedgement 
I’d run my chance with Jim, 

*Longside of some pious gentlemen 
That wouldn’t shook hands with him, 

He seen his duty, a dead-sure thing, 
And went for it thar and then; 

And Christ ain’t a-going to be too hard 
On a man that died for men. 


BAY BILLY 
Frank H. Gassaway 


*Twas the last fight at Fredericksburg— 
Perhaps the day you reck, 

Our boys, the Twenty-Second Maine, 
Kept Early’s men in check. 

Just where Wade Hampton boomed away - 
The fight went neck and neck. 
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All day we held the weaker wing, 
And held it with a will; 

Five several stubborn times we charged 
The battery on the hill, 

And five times beaten back, reformed, 
And kept our columns still. 


At last from out the centre fight 
Spurred up a General’s Aid. 
“That battery must silenced be!’ 

He cried, as past he sped. 
‘Our Colonel simply touched his cap, 
And then, with measured tread, 


To lead the crouching line once more 
The grand old fellow came. 

No wounded man but raised his head 
And strove to gasp his name, 

And those who could not speak nor stir, 
“God blessed him” just the same. 


For he was all the world to us, 

_ That hero gray and grim; 

Right well he knew that fearful slope 
We’d climb with none but him, 

Though while his white head led the way 
We’d charge hell’s portals in. 


This time we were not half way up, 
When, midst the storm of shell, 
Our leader, with his sword upraised, 

Beneath our bay’nets fell. 
And, as we bore him back, the foe 
Set up a joyous yell. 
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Our hearts went up with him. Back we swept, 
And when the bugle said, 

“Up, charge again!” no man was there 
But hung his dogged head. 

“We’ve no one left to lead us now,” 
The sullen soldiers said. 


Just then, before the laggard line 
The Colonel’s horse we spied— 

Bay Billy with his trappings on, 
His nostrils swelling wide, 

As though still on his gallant back 
The master sat astride. 


Right royally he took the place 
That was of old his wont, 

And with a neigh, that seemed to say 
Above the battle’s brunt, 

“How can the Twenty-Second charge 
If I am not in front?” 


Like statues we stood rooted there, 
And gazed a little space; 

Above the floating mane we missed 
The dear familiar face; 

But we saw Bay Billy’s eye of fire, 
And it gave us heart of grace. 


No bugle call could rouse us all 
As that brave sight had done; 

Down all the battered line we felt 
A lightning impulse run; 

Up, up the hill we followed Bill, 
And captured every gun! 
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And when upon the conquered height 
Died out the battle’s hum, 

Vainly ’mid living and the dead 
We sought our leader dumb; 

It seemed as if a spectre steed 
To win that day had come. 


At last the morning broke. The lark 
Sang in the merry skies 

As if to e’en the sleepers there 
It said, ‘‘Awake, arise!’’ 

Though naught but that last trump of all 
Could ope their heavy eyes. 


And then once more, with banners gay, 
Stretched out the long brigade; 

Trimly upon the furrowed field 
The troops stood on parade, 

And bravely ’mid the ranks were closed 
The gaps the fight had made. 


Not half the Twenty-Second’s men 
Were in their place that morn, 
And Corp’ral Dick, who yester-noon 

Stood six brave fellows on, 
Now touched my elbow in the ranks, 
For all between were gone. 


Ah! who forgets that dreary hour 
When, as with misty eyes, 

To call the old familiar roll 
The solemn Sergeant tries— 

One feels that thumping of the heart 
As no prompt voice replies? 
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It’s easy to talk of the patience of Job. Humph! 
Ef he’d been married to ’Bijah Brown, folks wouldn’t 
Trials, indeed! Now I'll tell you what—ef you want 


Jest come and change places with me a spell—for 
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And as in faltering tone and slow 
The last few names were said, 

Across the field some missing horse 
Toiled up with weary tread. 

It caught the Sergeant’s eye, and quick 
Bay Billy’s name was read. 


Yes! there the old bay hero stood, 
All safe from battle’s harms, 

And ere an order could be heard, 
Or the bugle’s quick alarms, 

Down all the front, from end to end, 
The troops presented arms! 


Not all the shoulder straps on earth 
Could still our mighty cheer. 

And ever from that famous day, 
When rang the roll-call clear, 


Bay Billy’s name was read, and then 
The whole line answered, ‘“‘Here!”’ 


THE INVENTOR’S WIFE 
Mrs, K. T. Corsetr 


Job had nothin’ to try him! 
have dared come nigh him. 
to be sick of your life, 


I’m an inventor’s wife. 
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And sech inventions! I’m never sure, when I take up 
my coffee-pot, 

That *Bijah hain’t be’n “improvin’” it, and it 
mayn’t go off like a shot. 

Why, didn’t he make me a cradle once, that would 
keep itself a-rockin’ ; 

And didn’t it pitch the baby out, and wasn’t his head 
bruised shockin’? 

And there was his “Patent Peeler,”’ too—a wonderful 
thing T’ll say; 

But it hed one fault—it never stopped till the apple 
was peeled away. 

As for locks and clocks and mowin’ machines and 
reapers and all sech trash, 

Why, ’Bijah’s invented heaps of ’em, but they don’t 
bring in no cash, 

Law! that don’t worry him—not at all; he’s the 
aggravatin’est man— 

He'll set in his little workshop there, and whistle, 
and think and plan, 

Inventin’ a jew’s-harp to go by steam, or a new- 
fangled powder-horn, 

While the children’s goin’ barefoot to school and the 
weeds is chokin’ our corn. 

When ’Bijah and me kep’ company, he warn’t like 
this, you know; 

Our folks all thought he was dreadful smart—but 
that was years ago. 

He was handsome as any pictur then, and he had 
such a glib, bright way— 

I never thought that a time would come when I’d rue 
my weddin’ day; 

But when I’ve been forced to chop the wood, and tend 
to the farm beside, 
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And look at ’Bijah a-settin’ there, I’ve jest dropped 
down and cried. 

We lost the hull of our turnip crop while he was in- 
ventin’ a gun; 

But I counted it one of my marcies when it bu’st be- 
fore *twas done. 

So he turned it into a burglar alarm. It ought to 
give thieves a fright— 

*T'would scare an honest man out of his wits, ef he 
sot it off at night. 

Sometimes I wonder ef ’Bijah’s crazy, he does sech 
cur’ous things. 

Hev I told you about his bedstead yit? *Twas full 
of wheels and springs; 

It hed a key to wind it up, and a clock face at the 
head; 

All you did was to turn them hands, and at any hour 
you said, 

That bed got up and shook itself, and bounced you 
on the floor, 

And then shet up, jest like a box, so you couldn’t 
sleep any more. 

Waal, ’Bijah he fixed it all complete, and he sot it at 
half-past five, 

But he hadn’t more’n got into it when—dear me! 
sakes alive! 

Them wheels began to whiz and whir! I heerd a 
fearful snap! 

And there was that bedstead, with ’Bijah inside, shet 
up jest like a trap! 

I screamed, of course, but *twan’t no use, then I 
worked that hull long night 

A-tryin’ to open the pesky thing. At last I got ina 
fright ; 
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* I couldn’t hear his voice inside, and I thought he 
might be dyin’; 

So I took a crow-bar and smashed it in. There was 
*Bijah peacefully lyin’, 

Inventin’ a way to git out ag’in. That was all very 
well to say, 

But I don’t b’lieve he’d have found it out if I’d left 
him in all day. 

Now, sence I’ve told you my story, do you wonder 
I’m tired of life? 

Or think it strange I often wish I warn’t an inven- 
tor’s wife? 


THE DRUMMER BOY OF MISSION RIDGE 
Kate B. SHERWooD 


Did you ever hear of the Drummer Boy of Mission 
Ridge, who lay 

With his face to the foe, neath the enemy’s guns, in 
the charge of that terrible day? 

They were firing above him and firing below, and the 
tempest of shot and shell 

Was raging like death, as he moaned in his pain, 
by the breastworks where he fell. 


“Go back with your corps,” our colonel had said, 
but he waited the moment when 

He might follow the ranks and shoulder a gun with 
the best of us bearded men; 

And so when the signals from old Fort Wood set 
an army of veterans wild, 

He flung down his drum which spun down the hill 
like the ball of a wayward child. 
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And then he fell in with the foremost ranks of brave 
old company G, 

As we charged by the flank, with our colors ahead, 
and our columns closed up like a V, 

In the long, swinging lines of that splendid advance, 
when the flags of our corps floated out 

Like the ribbons that dance in the jubilant lines of 
the march of a gala day route. 


He charged with the ranks, though he carried no gun, 
for the colonel had said him nay, 

And he breasted the blast of the bristling guns, and 
the shock of the sickening fray; 

And when by his side they were falling like hail he 
sprang to a comrade slain, 

And shouldered his musket and bore it as true as the 
hand that was dead in pain. 


*T was dearly we loved him, our Drummer Boy, with 
a fire in his bright, black eye, 

That flashed forth a spirit too great for his form— 
he only was just so high— 

As tall, perhaps, as your little lad who scarcely 
reaches your shoulder— 

Though his heart was the heart of a veteran then, a 
trifle, it may be, bolder. 


He pressed to the front, our lad so leal, and the 
works were almost won, : 

A moment more and our flags had swung o’er the 
muzzle of murderous gun; 

But a raking fire swept the van, and he fell *mid the 
wounded and slain, 

With his wee wan face turned up to Him who feeleth 
His children’s pain. 
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Again and again our lines fell back, and again with 
shivering shocks 

They flung themselves on the rebels’ works as ships 
are tossed on rocks; 

To be crushed and broken and scattered amain, as 
the wrecks of the surging storm, 

Where none may rue and none may reck of aught 
that has human form. 


So under the ridge we were lying for the order to 
charge again, 

And we counted our comrades missing, and we 
counted our comrades slain; 

And one said, “Johnny, our Drummer Boy, is griev- 
ously shot and lies 

Just under the enemy’s breastwork; if left on the 


field he dies.” 


Then all the blood that was in me surged up to my 
aching brow, 

And my heart leaped up like a ball in my throat— 
I can feel it even now— 

And I said I would bring that boy from the field, if 
God would spare my breath, 

If all the guns in Mission Ridge should thunder the 
threat of death. 


I crept and crept up the ghastly ridge, by the 
wounded and the dead, 

With the moans of my comrades right and left, be- 
hind me and yet ahead, 

Till I came to the form of our Drummer Boy, in his 
blouse of dusty blue, 

With his face to the foe, ’neath the enemy’s guns, 
where the blast of the battle blew. 
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And his gaze as he met my own just there would have 
melted a heart of stone, 

As he tried like a wounded bird to rise, and placed 
his hand in my own; 

And he said in a voice half smothered, though its 
whispering thrills me yet, 

“J think in a moment more that I would have stood 
on that parapet. 


“But now I nevermore will climb, and Sergeant, when 
you see 

The men go up those breastworks there, just stop 
and waken me; 

For though I cannot make the charge and join the 
cheers that rise, 

I may forget my pain to see the old flag kiss the 
skies.” 


Well, it was hard to treat him so, his poor limb 
shattered sore, 

But I raised him on my shoulder and to the surgeon 
bore, 

And the boys who saw us coming each gave a shout 
of joy, 

And uttered fervent prayers for him, our valiant 
Drummer Boy. 


When sped the news that “Fighting Joe” had Reved 
the Union right, 

With his legions fresh from Lookout; and that 
Thomas massed his might 

And forced the rebel center; ; and our cheering ran 
like wild; 

And Sherman’s heart was happy as the heart of. a 
little child; 
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When Grant from his lofty outlook saw our flags 
by the hundred fly 

Along the slopes of Mission Ridge, where’er he cast 
his eye; - 

And when we heard the thrilling news of the mighty 
battle done, 

The fearful contest ended, and the glorious victory 
won; 


Then his bright black eyes so yearning, grew strange- 
ly rapt and wide, 

And in that hour of conquest our little hero died. 

But ever in our hearts he dwells, with a grace that 
ne’er is old, 

For him the heart to duty wed can nevermore grow 
cold! 


And when they tell of heroes, and the laurels they 
have won, 

Of the scars they are doomed to carry, of the deeds 
that they have done; 

Of the horror to be biding among the ghastly dead, 

The gory sod beneath them, the bursting shell o’er- 
head; 


My heart goes back to Mission Ridge and the Drum- 
mer Boy who lay 

With his face to the foe, ’neath the enemy’s guns, in 
the charge of that terrible day; 

And I say that the land that bears such sons is 
crowned and dowered with all 

The dear God giveth nations to stay them lest they 
fall. 
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Oh, glory of Mission Ridge, stream on, like the rose- 
ate light of morn 

On the sons that now are living, on the sons that are 
yet unborn! 

And cheers for our comrades living, and tears as they 
pass away! 

And three times three for the Drummer Boy who 
fought at the front that day! 


THE WOMEN OF MUMBLES HEAD 
CLEMENT ScorTr 


Bring, novelist, your note-book! Bring, dramatist, 
your pen! 

And [’ll tell you a simple story of what women do for 
men. 

It’s only a tale of a lifeboat, of the dying and the 
dead, 

Of the terrible storm and shipwreck that happened 
off Mumbles Head! 

Maybe you have traveled in Wales, sir, and know it 
north and south; 

Maybe you are friends with the natives that dwell 
at Oystermouth;. 

It happens, no doubt, that from Bristol you’ve 
crossed in a casual way, 

And have sailed your yacht in the summer in the blue 
of Swansea Bay. 


Well! it isn’t like that in the winter, when the light- 
house stands alone, 

In the teeth of Atlantic breakers that foam on its 
face of stone; 
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It wasn’t like that when the hurricane blew, and the 
storm-bell tolled, or when 

There was news of a wreck, and the lifeboat launched, 
and a desperate cry for men. 

When in the world did the coxswain shirk? <A brave 
old salt was he! 

Proud to the bone of as four strong lads as ever had 
tasted the, sea, 

Welshmen all to the lungs and loins, who, about that 
coast, ’twas said, 

Had saved some hundred lives apiece—at a shilling 
or so a head! 


So the father launched the lifeboat, in the teeth of 
the tempest’s roar, 

And he stood like a man at the rudder, with an eye 
on his boys at the oar. 

Out to the wreck went the father! Out to the wreck 
went the sons! 

Leaving the weeping of women, and booming of sig- 
nal guns; 

Leaving the mother who loved them, and the girls 
that the sailors love; 

Going to death for duty, and trusting to God 
above! 

Do you murmur a prayer, my brothers, when cozy 
and safe in bed, 

For men like these, who are ready to die for a wreck 


off Mumbles Head? 


It didn’t go well with the lifeboat! *Twas a terrible 
storm that blew! . 

And it snapped the rope in a second that was flung 
to the drowning crew; 
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_And then the anchor parted— twas a tussle to keep 
afloat! 

But the father stuck to the rudder, and the boys to 
the brave old boat. 

Then at last on the poor doomed lifeboat a wave 
broke mountains high! 

“God help us now!” said the father. “It’s EES my 
lads! Good-bye!’ 

Half of the crew swam shoreward, half to the shel- 
tered caves, 

But father and sons were fighting death in the foam 
of the angry waves. 


Up at a lighthouse window two women beheld the 
storm, 

And saw in the boiling breakers a figure, a fighting 
form; 

It might be a gray-haired father, then the women 
held their breath; 

It might be a fair-haired brother, who was having 
a round with death; 

It might be a lover, a husband, whose kisses were 
on the lips 

Of the women whose love is the life of men going down 
to the sea in ships. 

They had seen the launch of the lifeboat, they had 
seen the worst, and more, 

Then, kissing each other, these women went down 
from the lighthouse, straight to shore. 


There by the rocks on the breakers these sisters, hand 
in hand, 

Beheld once more that desperate man who struggled 
to reach the land. 
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*T was only aid he wanted to help him across the 
wave, 

But what are a couple of women with only a man to 
save? 

What are a couple of women? Well, more than three 
craven men 

Who stood by the shore with chattering teeth, re- 
fusing to stir—and then 

Off went the women’s shawls, sir; in a second they’re 
torn and rent, 

Then knotting them into a rope of love, straight into 
the sea they went! 


“Come back!” cried the lighthouse keeper, “For 
God’s sake, girls, come back!’ 

As they caught the waves on their foreheads, resist- 
ing the fierce attack. 

“Come back!” moaned the gray-haired mother, as 
she stood by the angry sea, | 

“Tf the waves take you, my darlings, there’s nobody 
left to me!” 

“Come back!” said the three strong soldiers, who 
still stood faint and pale, 

“You will drown if you face the breakers! You will 
fall if you brave the gale!” 

“Come back!” said the girls, “We will not! Go tell 
it to all the town, 

We'll lose our lives, God willing, before that man 
shall drown!” 


“Give one more knot to the shawls, Bess! Give one 
strong clutch of your hand! 

Just follow me, brave, to the shingle, and we’ll bring 
him safe to land! 
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Wait for the next wave, darling! Only a minute 
more, ; 

And I'll have him safe in my arms, dear, and we’ll 
drag him to the shore.” 

Up .to the arms in the water, fighting it breast to 
breast, 

They caught and saved a brother alive. God bless 
them! You know the rest— 

Well, many a heart beat stronger, and many a tear 
was shed, 

And many a glass was tossed right off to the women 
of Mumbles Head! 


THE BLACKSMITH’S STORY 
Frank O1LIve 


Well, no! My wife ain’t dead, sir, but I’ve lost her 
all the same; 

She left me voluntarily, and neither was to blame. 

It’s rather a queer story, and I think you will 
agree— 

When you hear the circumstances—twas rather 
rough on me. 


She was a soldier’s widow. He was killed at Malvern 
Hill; 

And when I married her she seemed to sorrow for him 
still; 

But I brought her here to Kansas and I never want 
to see 

A better wife than Mary was for five bright years 
to me. 
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The change of scene brought cheerfulness, and soon 
a rosy glow 

Of happiness warmed Mary’s cheeks and melted all 
their snow. 

I think she loved me some—I’m bound to think that 
of her, sir, 

And as for me—I can’t begin to tell how I loved 
her! 


Three years ago the baby came our humble home to 
bless ; 

And then I reckon I was nigh to perfect happiness ; 

’Twas hers—’twas mine; but I’ve no language to 
explain to you, 

How that little girl’s weak fingers our hearts to- 
gether drew! 


Once we watched it through a fever, and with each 
gasping breath, 

Dumb with an awful, worldless woe, we waited for 
its death; 

And, though I’m not a pious man, our souls together 
there, 

For Heaven to spare our darling, went up in voice- 
less prayer. 


And when the doctor said ’twould live, our joy what 
words could tell? 

Clasped in each other’s arms, our grateful tears to- 
gether fell. 

Sometimes, you see, the shadow fell across our little 
nest, 

But it only made the sunshine seem a doubly welcome 
guest, 
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Work came to me a-plenty, and I kept the anvil 
ringing ; 

Early and late you’d find me there a-hammering and 
singing ; 

Love nerved my arm to labor, and moved my tongue 
to song, 

And though my singing wasn’t sweet, it was tre- 
mendous strong! 


One day a one-armed stranger stopped to have me 
nail a shoe, 

And while I was at work, we passed a compliment 
or two; 

I asked him how he lost his arm. He said ’twas shot 
away 

At Malvern Hill. “At Malvern Hill! Did you know 
Robert May?” 


“That’s me,” said he. “You, you!” I gasped, chok- 
ing with horrid doubt ; 

“If you’re the man, just follow me; we'll try this 
mystery out!” 

With dizzy steps, I led him to Mary. God! ’T'was 
true! 

Then the bitterest pangs of misery unspeakable I 
knew. 


Frozen with deadly horror, she stared with eyes of 
stone, 

And from her quivering lips there broke one wild, 
despairing moan. 

’T was he! the husband of her youth, now risen from 
the dead. 

But all too late—and with a bitter cry, her senses 


fled. 
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What could be done? He was reported dead. On 
his return 

He strove in vain some tidings of his absent wife to 
learn. 

*Twas well that he was innocent! Else I’d have 
killed him, too, 

So dead he never would have riz till Gabriel’s trum- 
pet blew. 


It was agreed that Mary then between us should de- 
cide, 

And each by her decision would sacredly abide. 

No sinner, at the judgment seat, waiting eternal 
doom, 

Could suffer what I did, while waiting sentence in 
that room. 


Rigid and breathless, there we stood, with nerves as 
tense as steel, 

While Mary’s eyes sought each white face, in piteous 
appeal. 

God! could not woman’s duty be less hardly recon- 
ciled 

Between her lawful husband and the father of her 
child? 


Ah, how my heart was chilled to ice, when she knelt 
down and said: 

“Forgive me, John! He is my husband! Here! 
Alive! not dead!” 

I raised her tenderly, and tried to tell her she was 
right, 

But somehow, in my aching breast, the prisoned 
words stuck tight! 


190 POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


“But, John, I can’t leave baby’”—“What! wife and 
child!” cried I! 

“Must I yield all? Ah, cruel fate! Better that I 
should die. 

Think of the long, sad, lonely hours, waiting in gloom 
for me— 

No wife to cheer me with her love—no babe to climb 
my knee! 


“And yet—you are her mother, and the sacred 
mother love 

Is still the purest, tenderest tie that heaven ever 
wove; 

Take her, but promise, Mary—for that will bring 
no shame— 

My little girl shall bear, and learn to lisp her 
father’s name!” 


It may be, in the life to come, [ll meet my child and 
wife; 

But yonder, by my cottage gate, we parted for this 
life; 

One long hand clasp from Mary, and my dream of 
love was done, 

One long embrace from baby, and my happiness was 
gone! 


ME AND JIM 


We were both brought up in a country town, 
Was me an’ Jim; 

An’ the hull world somehow seemed ter frown . 
On me an’ him. 

At school we never was given a chance 

To Varn that Africa wasn’t in France, 
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An’ we both wore patches on our pants, 
Did me an’ Jim. 


But we grew up hearty, an’ hale, an’ strong, 

Did me an’ Jim; 
We knowed ev’ry note in a thrush’s song, 

Did me an’ him; 
An’ we knowed whar the bluebirds built their nests 
When the spring tripped over the mountains’ crests, 
Why the robins all wore scarlet vests, 

Did me an’ Jim. 


Then we fell in love, jest as most folks do, 
Did me an’ Jim. 

We was arter the same gal, though, we two, 
That’s me an’ him; 

An’ she treated us jest alike, did she, 

When at quiltin’ party or huskin’ bee; 

We was even up in the race, you see, 
Was me an’ Jim. 

I popped at last, and she answered me, “No;” 
Jim follered suit; 

But she wouldn’t hev him, an’ told him so. 
Forbidden fruit 

We called her then, an’ I’m afraid 

That we fumed a little. An’ then we prayed 

That she’d live an’ she’d die a plain old maid, 

Did me an’ Jim. 


Then the war broke out, an’ Company B 
Caught me an’ Jim. 

We both on us fit fer the Union—see? 
Did me an’ him. 
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Aw’ we heerd the screechin’ o’ shot an’ shell, 

The snarlin’ 0’ guns, an’ the rebel yell, 

An’ follered the flag through the battle’s hell, 
Did me an’ Jim. 


*Twas the day that we fit at Seven Oaks 
Death came to Jin, 
An’ excuse me, please, but I sorter chokes 
Talkin’ o’ him. 
Fer his rugged brown hand I held in mine 
Till his soul passed out through the picket-line, 
Whar an angel waited, the countersign 
To git from Jim. 


Then I fit along till the war was done 
Without poor Jim; 

Was given a sword instead of a gun, 
An’ thought o’ him. 

An’ I wore an eagle when mustered out 

On my shoulder-straps, an’ I faced about 

Fer the startin’ p’int o’ my hull life’s route, 
But not wi Jim. 


I was quite a man in that country place 
I'd left wi’ Jim; 
She gave me a smile wi’ blushin’ face, 
An’ asked ’bout him. 
So I told her how, as she sat ’longside, 
Like a soldier brave he had fought an’ died, . 
An’ then—well, I kissed her because she cried— . 
Kissed her fer Jim. 


Then I married her one bright day in June, 
Fer me an’ Jim. 
Oft under the light o’ stars an’ moon 
We talked o’ him; 
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An’ when our boy was wantin’ a name, 
An’ we thought our relatives through fer th’ same, 
Then fresh again his memory came, 

°N we called him Jim. 


—Anonymous 


WHEN THE BUNCH SINGS “ADELINE” 


Did you ever sit just thinking 

In the cool of evenin’ time, 
With your very soul a-drinkin’ 

In the beauties of the clime? 
Softly to your ear a-comin’, 

Like the night winds in the pine, 
An ol’ banjo’s crazy tummin’ 


And the notes of “Adeline.” 


Sure the tenor’s voice is wabbly, 
And he seldom finds the tune, 
But he takes the high notes nobly, 
And the breezes and the moon. 
Kinda makes it all so mellow, 
That we think it’s somethin’ fine, 
For it somehow charms a fellow, 
When that bunch sings “Adeline.” 


Oft they sing it—oft repeating, 
_ Sometimes slow and sometimes fast. 
Till like quail from covey fleeting 

Soars the final note at last. 
And we sit with faces beaming, 

While our eyes with mem’ries shine, 
For our thoughts have gone a-dreaming 


While the bunch sings “Adeline.” 
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All the world’s a little brighter 
For the singing of the song, 
All its cares and trials lighter, 
More is right and less is wrong. 
And I just can’t help believin’, 
When we reach life’s steep decline, 
There’ll be some of us a-grievin’ 
For the bunch and “Adeline.” 
—Anonymous 


THE FIGHT OF PASO DEL MAR 
Bayarp Taytor 


Gusty and raw was the morning, a fog hung over the 
seas, 

And its gray skirts, rolling inland, were torn by the 
mountain trees; 

No sound was heard, but the dashing of waves on the 
sandy bar, 

When Pablo of San Diego rode down to the Paso 
del Mar. 


The pescador, out in his shallop, gathering his har- 
vest so wide, 

Sees the dim bulk of the headland loom over the 
waste of the tide; 

He sees, like a white thread, the pathway wind round 
on the terrible wall, 

Where the faint moving speck of the rider seems 
hovering close to its fall! 


Stout Pablo of San Diego rode down from ile hills 
behind ; 

With the bells on his gray mule tinkling, he sang 
through the fog and wind. 
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Under his thick, misted eyebrows twinkled his eye like 
a star, 

And fiercer he sang, as the sea-winds drove cold on 
the Paso del Mar. 


Now Bernal, the herdsman of Corral, had traveled 
the shore since dawn, 

Leaving the ranches behind him—good reason had 
he to be gone! : 

The blood was still red on his dagger, the a was 
hot in his brain, 

And the chill, driving scud of the breakers beat 
thick on his forehead in vain. 


With his blanket wrapped gloomily round him, he 
mounted the dizzying road, 

And the chasms and steeps of the headland were 
slippery and wet, as he rode; 

Wild swept the wind of the ocean, rolling the fog 
from afar, 

When near him a mule-bell came tinkling, midway 
on the Paso del Mar! 


“Back!” shouted Bernal, full fiercely, and “Back!” 
shouted Pablo, in wrath; 

As his mule halted, startled and shrinking, on the 
perilous lines of the path! 

The roar of devouring surges came up from the 
breakers’ hoarse war; 

And “Back, or you perish!” cried Bernal; “I turn 
not on Paso del Mar!” 


The gray mule stood firm as the headland; he 
clutched at the jingling rein, 

When Pablo rose up in his saddle and smote till he 
dropped it again. 
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A wild oath of passion swore Bernal, and brandished 
his dagger, still red, 
While fiercely stout Pablo leaned forward, and 
- fought o’er his trusty mule’s head. 


They fought till the black wall below them shone red 
through the misty blast; 

Stout Pablo then struck, leaning farther, the broad 
breast of Bernal at last. 

And, frenzied with pain, the swart herdsman closed 
round him with terrible clasp, 

And jerked him, despite of his struggles, down from 
the mule, in his grasp. 


They grappled with desperate madness on the slip- 
pery edge of the wall; 

They swayed on the brink, and together reeled out 
to the rush of the fall! 

A cry of the wildest death-anguish rang faint 
through the mist afar, 

And the riderless mule went homeward from the fight 
of Paso del Mar! 


THE WHISTLING REGIMENT 
JAMES CLARENCE Harvey 


When the North and South had parted, and the 
boom of the signal gun 

“Had wakened the Northern heroes, for the great 
deeds to be done, 

When the nation’s cry for soldiers had echoed o’er 
hill and dale, 

When hot youth flushed with courage, while the 
mother’s cheeks turned pale, 
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In the woods of old New England, as the day sank 
down the west, 

A loved one stood beside me, her brown head on my 
breast. 

From the earliest hours of childhood our paths had 
been as one, 

Her heart was in my keeping, though I knew not 
when *t was won; 

We had learned to love each other, in a half un- 
spoken way, 

But it ripened to full completeness, when the parting 
came, that day; 

Not a tear in the eyes of azure, but a deep and fer- 
vent prayer 

That seemed to say, “God bless you, and guard you, 
everywhere.” 

At the call for volunteers, her face was like drifted 
snow, 

She read in my eyes a question and her loyal heart 
sai. Go. 

As the roll of the drums drew nearer, through the 
leaves of the rustling trees, 

The strains of “Annie Laurie” were borne to us on 
the breeze. 

Then I drew her pale face nearer and said, “Brave 
‘heart and true, 

Your tender love and prayers shall bring me back 


to you.” 
And I called her my Annie Laurie and whispered to 
her that I 
- For her sweet sake was willing—to lay me down and 
die. 


And I said, “Through the days of danger, that little 
song shall be 
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Like a password from this hillside, to bring your love 
to me.” 

Oh! many a time, at nightfall, in the very shades of 
death, 

When the picket lines were pacing their rounds with 
bated breath, 

The lips of strong men trembled and brave breasts 
heaved a sigh, 

When some one whistled softly, “I’d lay me down and 


die.” 

The tender little ballad our watchword soon _ be- 
came, 

And in place of Annie Laurie, each had a loved one’s 
name. 

In the very front of battle, where the bullets thick- 
est fly, 

The boys from old New England ofttimes went rush- 
ing by, 

And the rebel lines before us gave way where’er we 
went, 

For the gray-coats fled in terror from the “whistling 
regiment.” 


Amidst the roar of the cannon, and the shriek of the 
shells on high, 

You could hear the brave boys whistling, “Td lay 
me down and die.” 

But, alas! though truth is mighty and right will, at 
last, prevail, 

~ There are times when the best and bravest, by the 
wrong outnumbered, fail; 

And thus, one day, in a skirmish, but a half- hour’ sa 
fight at most, 

A score of the whistling soldiers were caught eo the 
rebel host. 
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With hands tied fast behind us, we were dragged 
to a prison pen, 

Where, hollow-eyed and starving, lay a thousand 
loyal men. 

No roof but the vault of heaven, no bed save the 
beaten sod, 

Shut in from the world around us, by a wall where 
the sentries trod. 

For a time, our “Annie Laurie” brought cheer to 
that prison pen; 

A hope to the hearts of the living; a smile to the 
dying men. 

But the spark of hope burned dimly, when each day’s 
setting sun 

Dropped the pall of night o’er a comrade whose 
sands of life were run. 

One night, in a dismal corner, where the shadows 
darkest fell, 

We huddled close together to hear a soldier tell 

The tales of dear New England and of loved ones 
waiting there, 

When, hark! a soft, low whistle pierced through the 
heavy air, 

And the strain was “Annie Laurie.” Each caught 

: the other’s eye, 

And with trembling lips we answered, “I’d lay me 

down and die.” 

From the earth, near the wall behind us, a hand 
came struggling through, 

With a crumpled bit of paper for the captive boys 
in blue. 

And the name! My God! ’t-was Annie, my Annie, 
true and brave, 

From the hills of old New England she had followed 
me to save. 
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“Not a word or a sign, but follow, where’er you may 
be led, 

Bring four of your comrades with you,” was all that 
the writing said. 

Only eight were left of the twenty and lots were 
quickly thrown, 

Then our trembling fingers widened the space where 
the hand had shown. 

With a stealthy glance at the sentries, the prisoners 
gathered round, 

And the five whom fate had chosen stole silent un- 
derground; 

On, on, through the damp earth creeping, we fol- 
lowed our dusky guide, 

Tull under a bank, o’erhanging, we came to the river- 

side: 

“Straight over,” a low voice whispered, “where you 
see yon beacon light.” 

And ere we could say, *“‘God bless you!” he vanished 
into the night. 

Through the fog and damp of the river, when the 
moon was hid from sight, 

With a fond, old, faithful negro, brave Annie had 
crossed each night; 

And the long, dark, narrow passage had grown till 
we heard, close by, 

The notes of the dear old password, “I’d lay me 
down and die.” 

With oar-locks muffled and silent, we pushed out into 
the stream, 

When a shot rang out on the stillness. We could see 
by the musket gleam, 

A mee sentry firing, but the balls passed harmless 

Y> 


’ 
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For the stars had hid their faces and clouds swept 
o’er the sky. 

O God! How that beacon burning brought joy to 
my heart, that night, 

For I knew whose hand had kindled that fire to guide 
our flight. 

The newborn hope of freedom filled every arm with 
strength, 

And we pulled at the oars like giants till the shore 
was reached at length. 

We sprang from the skiff, half fainting, once more 
in the land of the free, 

And the lips of my love were waiting to welcome and 
comfort me. 

In my wasted arms I held her, while the weary boys, 
close by, 

Breathed low, “For Annie Laurie, ’'d lay me down 
and die.” 


TODAY 


Dovucias MatLocu 


From “The Heart Content’? by Douglas Malloch. Copyright, 1926, 
1927, by Douglas Malloch. 


Sure, this world is full of trouble, 
I ain’t said it ain’t. 

Lord! Vve had enough, and double, 
Reason for complaint. 

Rain and storm have come to fret me, 
Skies were often gray; 

Thorns and brambles have beset me 
On the road—but, say, 
Ain’t it fine today? 
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What’s the use of always weepin’? 
Makin’ trouble last? 

What’s the use of always keepin’ 
Thinkin’ of the past? 

Each must have his tribulation, 
Water with his wine. 

Life, it ain’t no celebration. 
Trouble? Dve had mine— 
But today is fine. 


It’s today that I am livin’ 
Not a month ago; 

Havin’, losin’, takin’, givin’, 
As time wills it so. 

Yesterday a cloud of sorrow 
Fell across the way: 

It may rain again tomorrow, 
It may rain—but, say, 
Ain’t it fine today? 


AROUND THE CORNER 


CuHarLes Hanson Towne 


Special permission of author to reproduce in this book. 


Around the corner I have a friend 

In this great city that has no end; 

Yet days go by, and weeks rush on, 

And before I know it, a year is gone, 

And I never see my old friend’s face, 

For life is a swift and terrible race. 

He knows I like him just as well 

As in the days when I rang his bell, 

And he rang mine. We were younger then, 
And now we are tired, busy men; 
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Tired with playing a foolish game, 

Tired of trying to make a name. 
“Tomorrow,” I say, “I will call on Jim, 

Just to show that I’m thinking of him.” 

But tomorrow comes, and tomorrow goes, 
And the distance between us grows, and grows. 


Around the corner—but miles away! 
“Here’s a telegram, sir.” 
Jim died today! 
And that’s what we get—and deserve in the end: 
Around the corner, a vanished friend. 


HOME 


Epvcar A. Guest 


From the book “A Heap o’ Livin’.”” Copyright, 1916, by the 
Reilly & Lee Co. and reprinted by special permission of that company. 
It takes a heap o’ livin’ in a house t? make it home, 
A heap o’ sun an’ shadder, an’ ye sometimes have t’ 

roam 
Afore ye really ’preciate the things ye lef’? behind, 
An’ hunger fer ’em somehow, with ’em allus on yer 
mind. 
It don’t make any differunce how rich ye git t’ be, 
How much yer chairs an’ tables cost, how great yer 
luxury ; 
It ain’t home t’ ye, though it be the palace of a king, 
Until somehow yer soul is sort o’ wrapped round 
everything. 


Home ain’t a place that gold can buy or get up in 
a minute; 
Afore it’s home there’s got t? be a heap o’ livin’ in it; 
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Within the walls there’s got t’ be some babies born, 
and then 

Right there ye’ve got t’ bring ’em up t’ women good, 
an’ men; 

And gradjerly, as time goes on, ye find ye wouldn’t 
part 

With anything they ever used—they’ve grown into 
yer heart: 

The old high chairs, the playthings, too, the little 
shoes wore 

Ye hoard; an’ if ye could ye’d keep the thumbmarks 
on the door. 


Ye’ve got t’ weep t’ make it home, ye’ve got t’ sit an’ 
sigh 

An’ watch beside a loved one’s bed, an’ know that 
Death is nigh; 

An in the stillness 0’ the night t’ see Death’s angel 
come, 

An’ close the eyes o’ her that smiled, an’ leave her 
sweet voice dumb. 

Fer these are scenes that grip the heart, an’ when 
yer tears are dried, 

Ye find the home is dearer than it was, an’ sanctified ; 

An’ tuggin’ at ye always are the pleasant memories 

O’ her that was an’ is no more—ye can’t escape from 
these. 


Ye’ve got t’ sing an’ dance fer years, ye’ve got t’ 

romp an’ play, 

Av’ learn t’ love the things ye have by usin’ ’em each 
day ; 

Even the roses ’round the porch must blossom year 
by year 

Afore they ’come a part o’ ye, suggestin’ someone 
dear 
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Who used t’ love ’em long ago, an’ trained ’em jes’ 
t? run 

The way they do, so’s they would get the early 
mornin’ sun; 

Ye’ve got t’ love each brick an’ stone from cellar up 
t? dome: 

It takes a heap o’ livin’ in a house t? make it home. 


LET US SMILE 


Wirzsvur D. Nessitr 


Special permission to reproduce in this book. 


The thing that goes the farthest toward making life 
worth while, 

That costs the least and does the most, is just a 
pleasant smile. 

The smile that bubbles from a heart that loves its 
fellow-men 

Will drive away the cloud of gloom and coax the 
sun again, 

It’s full of worth and goodness, too, with manly 
kindness blent— 

It’s worth a million dollars, and doesn’t cost a cent. 


There is no room for sadness when we see a cheery 


smile ; 

It always has the same good look—it’s never out of 
style— 

It nerves us on to try again when failure makes us 
blue; 

The dimples of encouragement are good for me and 


you. 
It pays a higher interest for it is merely lent— 
It’s worth a million dollars, and doesn’t cost a cent. 
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A smile comes very easy—you can wrinkle up with 
cheer 

A hundred times before you can squeeze out a soggy 
tear. 

It ripples out, moreover, to the heartstrings that will 
tug, 

And it always leaves an echo that is very like a hug. 

So, smile away. Folks understand what by a smile 
is meant, 

It’s worth a million dollars, and doesn’t cost a cent. 


IF I SHOULD DIE 
Ben Kine 


From “Ben King’s Verse,’’ published and copyright by Forbes & 
Company, Chicago. Special permission to reproduce in this book. 


If I should die to-night 
And you should come to my cold corpse and say, 
Weeping and heartsick o’er my lifeless clay— 
If I should die to-night, 
And you should come in deepest grief and woe— 
And say: ‘‘Here’s that ten dollars that I owe,” 
I might arise in my large white cravat 
And say, “What’s that?” 


If I should die to-night 
And you should come to my cold corpse and kneel, 
Clasping my bier to show the grief you feel, 

I say, if I should die to-night 
And you should come to me, and there and then 
Just even hint at paying me that ten, 

I might arise the while, 

But I'd drop dead again. 
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THE HOUSE BY THE SIDE OF THE ROAD 


Sam WattTer Foss 
From “Dreams in Homespun” by Sam Walter Foss, published and 
copyright by Lothrop, Lee & Shepard Company, Boston. Special per- 
mission to reproduce in this book. 
“He was a friend to man, and lived in a house by 
the side of the road.’”—Homer. 


There are hermit souls that live withdrawn 
In the peace of their self-content; 

There are souls, like stars, that dwell apart, 
In a fellowless firmament ; 

There are pioneer souls that blaze their paths 
Where highways never ran ;— 

But let me live by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 


Let me live in a house by the side of the road, 
Where the race of men go by— 

The men who are good and the men who are bad, 
As good and as bad as I. 

I would not sit in the scorner’s seat, 
Or hurl the cynic’s ban ;— 

Let me live in a house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 


I see from my house by the side of the road, 
By the side of the highway of life, 
The men who press with the ardor of hope, 
The men who are faint with the strife. 
But I turn not away from their smiles nor their 
tears— 
Both parts of an infinite plan ;— 
Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 


208 POPULAR PLATFORM POEMS 


I know there are brook-gladdened meadows ahead 
And mountains of wearisome height; 

That the road passes.on through the long afternoon 
And stretches away to the night. 

But still I rejoice when the travelers rejoice, 
And weep with the strangers that moan, 

Nor live in my house by the side of the road 
Like a man who dwells alone, 


Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
Where the race of men go by— 

They are good, they are bad, they are weak, they are 

strong, 

Wise, foolish—so am I. 

Then why should I sit in the scorner’s seat 
Or hurl the cynic’s ban?— 

Let me live in my house by the side of the road 
And be a friend to man. 


THE PESSIMIST 


Bren Kine 


From “Ben King’s Verse,” published and copyright by Forbes & 
Company, Chicago. Special permission to reproduce in this book. 


Nothing to do but work, 
Nothing to eat but food, 


Nothing to wear but clothes 
To keep one from going nude. 


Nothing to breathe but air 
Quick as a flash *tis gone; 

Nowhere to fall but off, 
Nowhere to stand but on. 
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Nothing to comb but hair, 
Nowhere to sleep but in bed, 

Nothing to weep but tears, 
Nothing to bury but dead. 


Nothing to sing but songs, 
Ah, well, alas! alack! 

Nowhere to go but out, 
Nowhere to come but back. 


Nothing to see but sights, 
Nothing to quench but thirst, 
Nothing to have but what we’ve got; 
Thus through life we are cursed. 


Nothing to strike but a gait; 
Everything moves that goes. 
Nothing at all but common sense 

Can ever withstand these woes. 


LIFE’S A FUNNY PROPOSITION AFTER ALL 


Grorce M. Conan 
Used by permission of Paull- pioneer Must Co. (publishers of the 
song), 119 Fifth Avenue, New York, 
Did you ever sit and ponder, sit and wonder, sit and 
think 
Why we’re here and what this life is all about? 
It’s a problem that has driven many brainy men to 
drink, 
It’s the weirdest thing they’ve tried te figure out; 
About a thousand diff’rent theories all the scientists 
can show, 
But never yet have proved a reason why. 
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With all we’ve thought and all we’re taught, why all 
we seem to know 
Is we’re born and.live awhile and then we die. 


Life’s a very funny proposition after all, 

Imagination, jealousy, hypocrisy and all; 

Three meals a day, a whole lot to say; 

When you haven’t got the coin you’re always in the 
way. 

Everybody’s fighting as we wend our way along, 

Every fellow claims the other fellow’s in the wrong; 

Hurried and worried until we’re buried and there’s 
no curtain call, ; 

Life’s a very funny proposition after. all. 


When all things are coming easy, and when luck is 
with a man, 
Why, then life to him is sunshine everywhere; 
Then the fates blow rather breezy and they quite 
upset a plan, 
Then he’ll cry that life’s a burden hard to bear, 
Though to-day may be a day of smiles, to-morrow’s 
still in doubt, 
And what brings me joy, may bring you care and 
woe; 
We’re born to die, but don’t know why, or what it’s 
all about, 
And the more we try to learn the less we know. 


Life’s a very funny proposition, you can bet, 

And no one’s ever solved the problem properly as 
yet; 

Young for a day, then old and gray, 

Like the rose that buds and blooms and fades and 
falls away, 
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Losing health to gain our wealth as through this 
dream we tour. 

Everything’s a guess and nothin’s absolutely sure; 

Battles exciting and fates we’re fighting until the 
curtain fall, 

Life’s a very funny proposition after all. 


“FIN DE SIECLE” 


Epmunp VANCE CooKE 


Reprinted by permission, from ‘‘Rimes to Be Read,” copyright 1897 
by J. Edmund V. Cooke, and 1905 by Dodge Publishing Company. 


This life’s a hollow bubble, 
Don’t you know? 

Just a painted piece of twouble, 
Don’t you know? 

We come to earth to cwy, 

We gwow oldeh and we sigh, 

Oldeh still and then we die, 
Don’t you know? 


It is all a howwid mix, 
Don’t you know? 
Business, love, and politics, 
Don’t you know? 
Clubs and pawties, cliques and sets, 
Fashions, follies, sins, wegwets, 
Stwuggle, stwife, and cigawettes, 
Don’t you know? 


And we wowwy through each day, 
Don’t you know? 

In a sort of, kind of, way, 
Don’t you know? 
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We are hungwy, we are fed, 

Some few things are done and said, 

We are tihed, we go to bed, 
Don’t you know? 


Business? Oh, that’s beastly twade, 
Don’t you know? 

Something’s lost or something’s made, 
Don’t you know? 

And you wowwy, and you mope 

And you hang youah highest hope 

On the pwice, pe’haps, of soap! 
Don’t you know? 


Politics? O, just a lawk, 
Don’t you know? 

Just a nightmaeh in the dawk, 
Don’t you know? 

You pe’spiah all day and night 

And afteh all the fight,. 

Why, pe’haps the w’ong man’s wight, 
Don’t you know?. 


Society? Is dwess, 
Don’t you know? 
And a sou’ce of much distwess, 
Don’t you know? 
To detehmine what to weah, 
When to go and likewise wheah 
And how to pawt youah haih, 
Don’t you know? 


Love? O, yes! You meet some gi’l, 
Don’t you know? 

And you get in such a whi’, 
Don’t you know? 
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Then you kneel down on the floah 

And imploah and adoah— 

And it’s all a beastly boah! 
Don’t you know? 


So theah’s weally nothing in it, 
Don’t you know? 

And we live just for the minute, 
Don’t you know? 

For when you’ve seen and felt, 

Dwank and eaten, heahd and smelt, 

Why, all the cawds are dealt, 
Don’t you know? 


You’ve one consciousness, that’s all, 
Don’t you know? 

And one stomach, and it’s small, 
Don’t you know? 

You can weah one tie, 

One eye-glass in youah eye, 

And one coffin when you die, 
Don’t you know? 


OPPORTUNITY, 


JOHN JAMES INGALLS 


Master of human destinies am I! 
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Fame, love, and fortune on my footsteps wait. 


Cities and fields I walk; I penetrate 


Deserts and seas remote, and passing by 
Hovel and mart and palace——soon or late 
I knock unbidden once at every gate! 

If sleeping, wake; if feasting, rise before 
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I turn away. It is the hour of fate, 

And they who follow me reach every state 
Mortals desire, and conquer every foe 

Save death; but those who doubt or hesitate, 
Condemned to failure, penury, and woe, 

Seek me in vain and uselessly implore. 

I answer not, and I return no more. 


OPPORTUNITY 
Watter Martone 


They do me wrong who say I come no more 
When once I knock and fail to find you in; 
For every day I stand outside your door 
And bid you wake, and rise to fight and win. 


Wail not for precious chances passed away! 
Weep not for golden ages on the wane! 
Each night I burn the records of the day; 

At sunrise every soul is born again! 


Laugh like a boy at splendors that have sped, 
To vanished joys be blind and deaf and dumb; 

My judgments seal the dead past with its dead, 
But never bind a moment yet to come. 


Though deep in mire, wring not your hands and 
weep 5 
‘I lend my arm to all who say, “I can!” 
No shamefaced outcast ever sank so deep 
But yet might rise and be again a man. 


Dost thou behold thy lost youth all aghast? 
Dost reel from righteous Retribution’s blow? 
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Then turn from blotted archives of the past 
And find the future’s pages white as snow. 


Art thou a mourner? Rouse thee from thy spell; 
“Art thou a sinner? Sins may be forgiven; 

Each morning gives thee wings to flee from hell, 
Each night a star to guide thy feet to heaven. 


FATE 
Susan Marr SPaLpInG 


Two shall be born the whole wide world apart, 
And speak in different tongues and have no thought 
Each of the other’s being, and no heed. 

Yet these o’er unknown seas to unknown lands 
Shall cross, escaping wreck, defying death, 

And all unconsciously shape every act 

And bend each wandering step unto this end, 
That one day out of darkness they shall meet, 

And read life’s meaning in each other’s eyes. 


And two shall walk some narrow way of life 

So closely side by side that, should one turn 

Ever so little space to left or right, 

They needs must stand acknowledged face to face; 
Yet these with groping hands that never clasp, 
With wistful eyes that never meet, and lips 

Calling in vain to ears that never hear, 

Shall seek each other all their weary days 

And die unsatisfied. And this is Fate! 
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HOW DID YOU DIE? 


Epmunp VAaNncrE Cooke 


Reprinted by permission, from “Impertinent Poems,” copyright 
1907 by Dodge Publishing Company. 


Did you tackle that trouble that came your way 
With a resolute heart and cheerful? 

Or hide your face from the light of day 
With a craven soul and fearful? 

Oh, a trouble’s a ton, or a trouble’s an ounce, 
Or a trouble is what you make it, 

And it isn’t the fact that you’re hurt that counts, 
But only how did you take it? 


You are beaten to earth? Well, well, what’s that? 
~ Come up with a smiling face. 
It’s nothing against you to fall down flat, 
But to lie there—that’s disgrace. 
The harder you’re thrown, why the higher you 
bounce; 
Be proud of your blackened eye! 
It isn’t the fact that you’re licked that counts, 
It’s how did you fight—and why? 


And though you be done to the death, what then? 
If you battled the best you could, 

If you played your part in the world of men, 
Why, the Critic will call it good. 

Death comes with a crawl, or comes with a pounce, 
And whether he’s slow or spry, 

It isn’t the fact that you’re dead that counts, 
But only how did you die? 


INDEX TO FIRST LINES 


“*A frightful face? Wal, yes, yer correct”; 

Ain’t felt right pert fer a week or two 

Around the corner I have a friend C 

Sane novelist, your note-book! Bring, dramatist, your 
peml> -. 

A bunch of ‘the boys were whooping i it up in ‘the Mala- 
mute saloon . 


Can any pleasure in life compare 


Did you ever hear of the Drummer Boy of Mission Ridge 
who layer. i. 

Did you ever sit and ponder, sit and “wonder, sit and think 

Did you ever sit just thinking . . 

Did you tackle that trouble that came your way 


A first-mist and a ee 
The first thing that I remember was ; Carlo, tugging away 


The gate was thrown open, I rode out alone 
Git yer little sage hens ready 
Gusty and raw was the morning, a fog ‘hung over the seas 


T don’t go much on religion 

If I should die tonight 

I’m growing old, I’ve sixty years; 

In a pioneer’s cabin out West, so they say, 

I started on a journey just about a week ago 

I stood at eve as the sun went down, . . Ain 

It’s easy to talk of the patience of Job. Humph! Job 
had nothin’ to try him ! ; See 

It takes a heap o’ livin’ in a house t’ make iit home, 

It was on the Western frontier; . 

I’ve got a host o’ memories embroidered in 1 my ‘prain 

I want free life and I want fresh air; 

I*was mighty good-lookin’ when I was young . . 

I was on the drive in eighty, working under Silver Jack, 


Have you heard how a girl saved the lightning express 
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INDEX TO FIRST LINES—Continued 


He stood in the station, she at his side . . . .. . . 166 
< 
A man whose name was Johnny Sands ....... TA 
Master of human destinies am I! . . . alec, 246! 
Mine is a wild, strange story—the strangest you ever heard; 67 
No} children; my, tripswarepovyerie.m tes 1st, amie eee 
Nothing to do but work . . . 208 
Now, by the rood, as Hamlet says, it grieves | me sore to say 19 
Once, in a good old college town . . . . . «. « 3 « | 85 
One day through the primeval wood . ...... 90 
On wan dark night on Lac St. Pierre, . . 57 


The outlook wasn’t brilliant for the Mudville nine that day; 3. 60 
IP TOPs yermeyesuwidelO pened OCYaueumts | <i lel! Niue inon Nm EROS: 


~ Queer cattle is women to deal with? Lord bless ye, yer 
honor, they are Os. aie) sys ercdeldiee) Guanes DRe-eees EOS 


Said Brier-Rose’s mother to the naughty pee . 100 


Saint Peter stood guard at the golden gate .. . . 108 
She isn’t half so handsome as when twenty years agone . 112 
Shine?—shine, sor? Ye see I’m just a-dyin’ .. . 124 
South Mountain towered pon our right; far off the river 

lay, Tees 126 
So you beg for a ‘story, my " darling, my brown- eyed 

Leopold . : 133 
So you’re takin’ the ensue Sristere, Wheres ficee oe us 

Wisin? Sub Se . 140 
Summer of *sixty-three, sir; and Gonved was ; gone away— 147 
Superintindint wuz Flannigan; . Sees: (es sy Leen ee Oo 
Sure, this world is full of trouble, a eepialee Be fies Rentoul 
There are hermit souls that live withdrawn . . 5 ae CANE 
There are strange things done in the midnight sun. . 75 
There were saddened hearts in Mudville for a week or 

even more . 64 
The thing that goes the farthest toward “making life 

worth while . . C 5 6) 7405) 
They do me wrong who say I come NOS Bo oO 6 el PAR! 
his uiseherasvocy~asnonce) Lolds to: miceusue le enn 29 
This life’s a hollow bubble, etc iye 211 
*T was a balmy summer evening, and a “goodly crowd was 

theresa. 31 


’T was a stylish congregation, that of Theophrastus Brown 159 
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INDEX TO FIRST LINES—Continued 


Twas the last fight at Fredericksburg— 


Two shall be born the whole wide world apart, 


Waal, no! I can’t tell whar he lives, 


Well, no! My wife ain’t dead, sir, ‘but Pve I lost her all 


the same 
When you see a man in w roe, 


We were both brought up in a country ‘town, 


When the North and South had parted 
When you were a tadpole and I was a fish, . 


You’ve never seen Kissing Cup, have you? 
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